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STEPPING FORWARD A 

Dear LEG SHOW: 

I'll never forget the first time I slip¬ 
ped into a pair of high heels. I had 
never had any interest in them 
before, and had always wondered 
why so many women wore them. A 
friend and I went out to a nightclub 
in a local hotel in town. We are both 
attractive, but I am sure that I am 
more attractive than my friend. We 
were both sitting at the bar in our 
mini skirts, but she was getting all 
the attention. I couldn't understand 
why so I tried to get the guys to 
notice me. I started making eyes at 
the men as they walked up, but they 
still always went to her and she 
wasn't really even trying. Finally I 
asked her what I was doing wrong. 

She said that she wished she had 
legs like mine and that I just needed 
to learn how to present them. She 
suggested that I try a pair of her 
high heels and see what happened. 
We left for her apartment and she 
picked out a pair of 4% inch black 
heels that were the slide type. 

When we got back to the bar she 
reached in her purse and gave me 
an ankle bracelet to wear with them. 
When we sat down, all the men 
were looking at my legs now. The 
shoes made me feel sexy, and this 
time I was getting all the attention 
and I was amazed at the difference. 
Men that had walked right by me 
before now stopped in their tracks 
when they saw me. 

Then my friend said it was time to 
learn how to get even more from my 
new shoes. She told me to watch 


what she did and then for me to do 
the same. She pointed one of her 
shoes, or let it dangle, and the guys 
were right back to looking at her. I 
watched all her little games and 
then I did the same. Well, let me just 
say that I could have had any man in 
that place after I followed her. 

Now I always wear high heels and 
I don't even own any flats. I am so 
glad that she showed me how high 
heels can make so much of a dif¬ 
ference. Now when I go to a night¬ 
club I'm never overlooked and I 
always enjoy myself. My high heels 
give me so much more confidence 
in myself and 1 can get any man that 

Brenda Collins 

CASTING CALL 

DearDian: 

Thanks for a great magazine. Foot 
and leg lovers have to love it! 

In a recent letter from a Mr. M.S., 
he expressed his interest in females 
with casted legs and feet. I too find 
an attractive leg or foot extremely 
exciting when it is encased in a cast. 
Several months back I met a young 
lady who lives in my apartment 
complex who had recently had a fall 
and broken her leg. She was in a 
cast that extended from her toes to 
her hip. I immediately was turned 
on, and asked her out the next time 
I saw her. She accepted. 

We returned to her apartment 
after dinner and a show and had a 
drink on her sofa. She propped her 
casted leg up in my lap. I had been 


hard all night, but now I could bare¬ 
ly control myself. After I massaged 
her toes for several minutes she 
asked me if I was turned on by her 
cast. I was embarrassed and denied 
it, but she called me a liar and said 
that she had seen me looking at her 
toes all evening. When I finally ad¬ 
mitted that I was turned on by her 
cast she asked me if I would mind 
sucking her swollen toes. She said 
that she had wanted someone to 
suck them ever since she had gotten 
her cast. 

I immediately responded by gent¬ 
ly lifting her casted foot to my 
mouth and devouring each of her 
swollen digits. The wonderful smell 
of her casted foot caused me to 
almost cum in my pants. 

Needless to say, we had a wonder¬ 
ful evening of sex. She kept her cast 
after her leg healed and now models 
it for me. I adore eating her and 
sucking every inch of her legs and 
feet while she teases me with her 
casted leg. 

Recently, she told me she would 
like to "fake" a broken leg so that 
she could wear a cast for several 
weeks. We need suggestions on 
what medical supplies to buy for a 
cast and any application sugges¬ 
tions. Hopefully, M.S. or someone 
can help. 

P.S. We both loved the pictures of 
Tammy in the cast. 

C.D. 


PAST PERFECT 

DearDian: 

My first sexual stocking ex¬ 
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perience happened when I was IS 
years old. I was visiting my grand¬ 
parents' home in Canton, Ohio. 
There were a few petting ex¬ 
periences that I had with girls my 
own age in the past, where the girls 
would let me stroke their legs to the 
tops of their stockings, but that was 
about it. 

That summer in Canton, my 
mother's friend, Irene, was always 
coming to the house when we were 
there. She was 38 years old, with 
long red hair and very attractive to 
me. The major attraction was her 
stockings and heels. Irene always 
wore spiked sandals with reinforced 
heel and toe nylons. They were 
always black or taupe. I had to lay 
on my stomach when she was there, 
so I could look at her legs and at the 
same time hide my erection. She 
used to catch me all the time ' —“* 3 


house, Irene kept letting her dress 
ride up to the tops of her black 
nylons as she shifted gears, and I 
couldn't take my eyes off her legs. 

As we entered the park there was a 
small dirt road off the main road 
which went back through the trees, 

I really got excited when she stop¬ 
ped about 40 yards in. She slid her 
legs around toward me and said 
"You like my legs don't you? Would 
you like to touch them?" 

My face must have dropped a foot 
and I told her yes, I started to stroke 
her feet and calves. She told me to 
rub higher, up to her thighs, and as I 
did she placed her foot in the crotch 
of my shorts. As soon as I felt her 
foot I came in my pants. I was so 
embarrassed. She immediately 
leaned over and kissed me, placing 
her tongue in my mouth. She asked 
me to touch her between her legs. 


pression that she liked it because 
she wold sometimes smooth out her 
nylons all the way to the garter 
when we were in the room alone. 

The year was 1967, Irene drove a 
1956 Chevrolet Bel Air, it was 
maroon and had a stick shift. God I 
loved that car. Having just gotten a 
driver's license, Irene offered me an 
opportunity to drive her car. My 
mother didn't want me to drive it 
but Irene was insistent. 

There was a large park not far 
from the house which everyone 
thought would be the best place to 
drive. During the ride from the 


hand and placed it on her crotch. 

We continued to kiss and she started 
to moan. I thought the whole world 
was going to hear us. Irene told me 
to take off her panties—it was the 
first time I had ever seen a real 
vagina. Irene pushed my head 
down between her legs and told me 
to kiss her. She was so wet and she 
kept pushing my head so hard that I 
could hardly breathe. She started to 
scream "Put your tongue inside 
me!" As I did I could feel a flood of 
her juices all over my face and she 
was bucking up and down. Then 
she tensed and relaxed. 


She looked down at me and told 
me how wonderful that was. She 
wanted me to continue to stroke her 
stockings while she rested. After a 
few minutes she asked me if I would 
lick her again, only this time slower 
and gentler. As I made love to her, 
she constantly directed all my ac¬ 
tivities and had another orgasm. 

After a few minutes Irene asked 
me if I ever had anyone put their 
mouth on me. I replied no. She 
leaned over and unzipped my 
shorts, which were still damp from 
before. She placed her mouth 
driectly over my cock and wrapped 
her hand around the base of my 
shaft. Her mouth and hand worked 
in a single motion for all of about 
one minute until I came in her 
mouth. Not one drop escaped her 
lips as she continued to suck me. 
Then she sat up, started the car and 
drove to one of the park rest rooms. 
She told me to go in and wash my 
face and clean myself up. 1 must 
have waited for her for twenty 
minutes, but when she came out 
she looked fresh as a daisy. 

The ride back to the house was 
the strangest part of the whole even¬ 
ing, Irene told me that she only 
could have sex with young guys and 
she would never let them fuck her. 
Irene told me that she had never 
been married because when she 
was young she had been raped by 
her brother-in-law who was about 
ten years older than her. She also 
stated that no man would ever enter 
her again. She also told me that 
there were three other young men 
in her apartment building which 
she had sex with on a regular basis. 
She also told me that she did not 
what to have sex with me because of 
her relationship with my mother but 
could not help herself. The last 
thing she told me was about the 
power of nylon stockings and high 
heels. She said she knew how much 
it turned men on. Especially the 
men in her office. She used it as a 
tease, but would never go out with 
any of the men. Irene said if I did 
not say anything to anyone about 
the evening that we could do it 
again, which was enough incentive 
for me to keep quiet. 

I never did see Irene after that 
summer. She moved to Michigan 
and used to write my mother and 
asked how we all were, especially 

That night had changed me 
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forever in more ways than one. It is 
ironic that Irene had a fetish for 
young guys and that for a long time 
in my life that I had one for older 
women in garter belts, stockings 
and heels, but that's another story. 

I would love to hear from others 
who have had a similar experience 
with an older woman in garter belt 
and nylons. 

W.F. 

P.O. Box 30585 
Philadelphia, PA 19103 

FOOT BOY HERO Jk 

Dear Dian: 

I am writing to tell you a story 
which I never thought could or 
would happen to me. It's about an 
experience I had with a young lady 
on our block named Jennifer L. She 
is a strawberry blonde, nineteen 
year old, spoiled brat. Although she 
was very pretty she was not a very 
nice person. She always used her 
looks to her advantage to get 
whatever she wanted, and she 
always got it. She cared only about 
herself and was not a fair person. 
Being a couple of years older than 
her I could see this, I never liked 
her, and she knew it. 

Then came my undoing. One day 
she saw me in the corner store 
purchasing a copy of LEG SHOW. 
She walked over to the magazine 
rack, picked up a second copy, and 
glanced through it, smiling at me in 
a snotty way. Then she put it back 
and left the store. 

About a week later I was in my 
driveway washing my car when she 
rode by on a bicycle. She was wear¬ 
ing white shorts, halter top, and 
white tennis shoes. She rode by 
ignoring me and went around the 
corner. About five minutes later she 
came riding around the block again 
still in her white halter top and 
shorts, but her tennis shoes were 
tied, dangling from the handle bar, 
and she was pedaling her ten speed 
bike with her bare feet! I knew she 
was doing this on purpose, but at 
the sight of her lovely unshod 
pedaling peds I lost control. I stared 
directly at them, breathing hard as 
she rode by with a conceited smirk, 
noticing the bulge in my shorts. Her 
feet were magnificently shaped, 
with lovely soft, pure white flesh, 
and I couldn't take my eyes off them 
until she turned the corner. 



I had barely recovered when she 
rounded the block for the third time 
and instead of going by she pulled 
right into my driveway. "I think my 
chain is loose. Could you check it?" 
she asked sarcastically, pointing 
down to the front sprocket. I knelt at 
the sprocket, my face only inches 
away from the lovely bare foot 
resting on the pedal. The chain was 
all right, and we both knew it, but I 
started to fool with it anyway and I 
let my hand brush her bare foot. 

"Do you like my bare feet?" she 
asked. I looked up at her, all choked 
up and nodded yes. "Then why 
don't you kiss them," she deman d- 
ingly suggested. I was totally in her 
power and I obediently lowered my 
lips to her foot, but as I did she 
snapped her bike out of gear and 
rolled back, drawing her feet away 
from my face. As I moved toward 
her she did this again and again un¬ 
til before I realized it, I had crawled 
down my entire driveway on my 
hands and knees trying to kiss her 
bare feet. By now we were almost in 
the street. She put her bike in gear 
and planted her soft sole directly in¬ 
to my face and pushed off laughing. 


As 1 knelt on the sidewalk and 
watched her bare feet pedal away, 
remembering that brief moment of 
her soft, luscious sole directly in my 
face, I knew she had me where she 
wanted me, and that she knew it 
too. 

The next few times she saw me 
she just smiled and pointed to her 
feet. I thought I was going to go in¬ 
sane with passion as she tormented 
me by deliberately riding her bike 
past my house bare foot again and 
again for the next several days. Then 
she called me and asked if I learned 
my lesson, about being a macho pig, 
and if I was ready to comply with 
her wishes, to be at her place that 
night at 11 o'clock. She told me she 
had the house for the weekend all to 
herself. She also told me to come 
alone and on foot, and if I didn't 
show up I'd never have another 
chance at what I wanted. And we 
both knew what that was. 

When I arrived at her place she 
was sitting on her front porch. It 
was a warm night and she was 
wearing a black string bikini with 
her gorgeous legs stretched out, 
crossed at the ankles, with her love¬ 
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ly feet resting bare on the porch rail¬ 
ing, She wiggled her sexy toes 
seductively at me and asked me if 
I'd like to suck on them. I responded 
with a "Yes, please," She tola me 
that first I had to do something for 
her, pointing to her ten speed bi¬ 
cycle. She ordered me to ride it 
around the block. Thinking that was 
simple enough I started for the bike. 

"Just a minute," she said," I want 
you to ride it naked!' 

"What?" I replied in amazement. 
"Naked. Nude. Stripped. Bare. 

Au natural. In the raw. To the buff. 

In your birthday suit/' she replied. 
"Do you get the fuckin' message? If 
you want to kiss my feet, you do as I 
say. Or else." 

I slowly removed my clothing as 
she watched, smiling in a smug way, 
and mounted the bike. 

"Hurry back, bare boy," she said 
mockingly. "My feet are ready for a 
good licking," 

I started around the block and I 
was lucky no one was around. I had 
to ditch behind a couple of trees 
once to elude a passing car, but I 
made it back unseen. As 1 pulled 
into her driveway she still sat on the 
porch shining a flashlight on me. 

She ordered me to get off the bike 
and crawl to her feet on my hands 
and knees under the light. She told 
me she would cherish the moment 
forever, watching me kneel and 
grovel before her, stripped of all 
clothing and dignity, kissing, lick¬ 
ing, and sucking on her bare feet 
like an obedient dog. 

I was in ecstasy licking and suck¬ 
ing the tender flesh of her succulent 
feet. I realized the full power of a 
woman. She had always gotten her 
way, and probably always will. And 
I, of all people, was living proof. 1 
wish you would print this letter in 
your fine magazine so I may show it 
to her in offering it as a declaration 
of my submission. 

Jennifer's Foot Boy 


OUT OF THE CLOSET 4 


Dear LEG SHOW: ^ 

My girlfriend is 38 years old, a 
natural blonde, 5 '9" tall with long, 
shapely legs and a figure that you 
would have to see to believe. She 
owns her own company and fre¬ 
quently takes days off. I didn't get 
suspicious about anything until I 
realized that when she planned an 


off day, the previous night she'd 
always send me to the store for car¬ 
rots, the fattest cucumbers, explain¬ 
ing she liked them seedy, and a cer¬ 
tain brand of wine with the bottle 
thin at the neck and real fat in the 
middle. 

After about four weeks of this I 
questioned her about the veggies 
and she explained she ate salads 
and wine to relax on her days off. I 
didn't believe her, so the following 
day I snuck into her walk in closet 
early in the morning when she was 
in the shower. When she came out 
she read my note saying I'd see her 
after work. Not to my surprise she 
preceeded to put on black seamed 
nylons with a white garter belt and 
high spiked heels. I started getting a 
hard-on anticipating what I was 
about to see. 

She started out by turning on the 
stereo and lying on her back on the 
bed. She worked a carrot up her ass 
and then grabbed the fat cucumber 
and slowly eased it into her pussy. 
She started twisting and pumping 
the carrot in and out of her ass while 
pounding the cucumber in and out 
of her cunt. This went on for about 
ten minutes, then she rolled over 
and got on all fours. Her ass was 
pointing right at me when she 
pulled the carrot out and proceeded 
to pour wine down the crack of her 
ass. I couldn't believe what I was 
witnessing. My conservative girl¬ 
friend getting so kinky. However, 
the best was yet to come. She pulled 
the cucumber out of her pussy and 
with a quick thrust, shoved about 
eight inches of that fat cucumber up 
her ass. The cucumber was as thick 
as my forearm, but she just kept 
slamming it in her butt while she 
then stuffed the wine bottle np her 
cunt. 

She came about three times then 
she rolled off the bed, removing the 
bottle and cucumber. She then 
placed the wine bottle on the floor. 
Her back was now facing me and 1 
watched in amazement as she 
straddled the tip of the wine bottle 
with her already stretched asshole. 
She then slowly sat on the bottle 
until all but about two inches was 
stuffed into her ass. She proceeded 
to lean over and was back on all 
fours, holding the bottle in her ass. I 
didn't know an ass could engulf 
something so thick. Her asshole 
was so stretched I was wondering if 
it would ever go back to its normal 


size. 

That's when I was shocked by her 
girlfriend walking into the bedroom 
dressed like a dominatrix in leather. 
She said, "I see you're all ready for 
me." She eased the bottle out of my 
girlfriend's asshole. I watched her 
grease up her hand and to my 
disbelief, she worked her whole 
hand up my girlfriend's ass. 

She then cupped her fingers 
together and started working her 
other hand up my girlfriend's pussy. 
She pumped her two hands inside 
her holes for a good half hour as my 
girlfriend came and came. Then 
they both went to the shower and I 
snuck out. 

That night I asked how her day 
went and she smiled and said it was 
relaxing. I'm going to continue to 
sneak in her doset and if it gets any 
kinkier, HI be writing you again. 

Bill 

Hinsdale, IL 


SOLE TRAIN ® 

Dear LEG SHOW: 

The train pulled into Penn Station 
and she stood up, turned to me and 
smiled, then straightened and 
smoothed out her conservative, 
tailored business suit. We both 
moved into the aisle to get off the 
train with a crowd of people in front 
of us. I caught a glimpse of her ex¬ 
quisite shoes. Very expensive snake 
skin sling backs with about a four- 
inch heel. She looked to see that I 
was behind her, then popped her 
right foot out of the back of her shoe 
to expose her heel. Letting her 
weight rest on the ball of her foot, 
she flexed her heel high out of the 
shoe, and rocked her bare foot im¬ 
patiently back and forth, knowing 
that she was giving me quite the ex¬ 
hibition. At one point she crossed 
her legs at the calf and let her shoe 
hit the ground with a loud "plop." 
Then, she took her foot completely 
out of the shoe, wiggled her flame 
red toes and announced (in a stage 
whisper to me) "I simply must get 
another pedicure. He needs to put a 
lot more effort into that pumice 
stone. I need someone who is much 
more attentive so that my heels and 
rough spots will be like satin to the 
touch—or kiss." I certainly couldn't 
tell—her feet looked flawless to me. 

I simply smiled at her. 

(continued on page 44) 
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LEG TALK 


I said I wasn't going to do it, I said I shouldn't, I said I 
I need to stay out of this sort of stuff, but you know 
me, men, [can't leave my causes alone. Its summer as 
I write this, even though you're buying it in October 
or November. Big in the news right now is the arrest 
ofPeewee Herman for (gasp!) playing with himself in 
a Florida porno theater. The nation is shocked, appall- 
ed, the story has pushed the Moscow summit anajef- 
frey Dahmer, Milwaukee serial killer, off the front 
page. The man's career is over—no one even questions 
the appropriateness of the move—and psychiatrists 
are offering advice on how to explain Peewee's crime 
to your children. 

Sigh. Do you know how many serious, ghastly, 
murderous crimes were committed that same day, 
that the American public accepted without a twitch? 
Do we really pretend that we're horrified because 
Peeweebroke a law? Let's fess up; isn't all the fuss 
about 1) our puritanical terror about sexuality, 2) our 
national hysteria about pornography, 3) our deeply 
felt conviction that masturbation is a sin? Oh, I'm 
sorry. I'm forgetting that Peewee was the host of a 
children's show and therefore is not allowed to be an 
adult man with adult male desires. And masturbation 
is so abnormal, so unusual, how can we ever make 
our children understand that one of their TV heros 
was guilty of such a thing? What hypocritical shit. 
Okay, I hear the argument that a guy with star status 
ought to be more discrete about where he pulls his 
meat, but you can't get much more private than a 
porn theater. I mean, no children are allowed and 
with the movie fare clearly described on the outside 
there's little chance an innocent will wander in and be 
traumatized by the horrible sight of human procrea¬ 
tion, I suppose the law could argue that they're con¬ 
cerned about safe sex prectices, that they wanted to 
make sure there was no dangerous, disease spreading 
sex taking place in there. One look would have con¬ 
firmed that was not the case, that it was just a few 
masturbators making the most of their bodies' 


guys for selling crack. Not many masturbators will 
ptol a gun andblow the arresting officer's head off. 

Of course, with what's been going on in Florida law 
enforcement recently it's surprising they didn't go in 
and blow the masturbators' heads off. A married cou¬ 
ple were arrested shortly before the Peewee arrest for 
having sex in their own home. Their crime was not 
making sure the drapes were entirely closed. Through 
a small gap in the drapes (which were, in fact, closed) 
a peeping neighbor was able to videotape them hav¬ 
ing sex. This neighbor turned his voyeuristic video 
over to the police, chaiging that if he could see 
enough to get such a hot video, his children might 
have been able to peek in and see the action. Now 
wouldn't you think it would be the guy who made the 
8 LEG SHOW 


video who'd go to jail? Not in Florida. The married 
couple was arrested and the peeper was commended 
for his civic vigilance! 

But back to masturbation. It occured to me after 
Peewee's arrest that there is a reason guys don’t stay 
home and whack off. Many masturbators live with 
people who don't understand their harmless activity, 
making "homework" risky. Others are simply exhibi¬ 
tionists and like jerking off in the company of other 
masturbators. The gay community answers this need 
with jack off clubs. Why not the straight community? 

I picture a Masturbatorium, a safe, clean,-sensual 
atmosphere where men would be encouraged to 
whack off without fear of arrest or disease. Masturba¬ 
tion would be the sole intent of these places so a man 
could go there without shame or fear and know that 
his masturbatory needs would be fully met. Tissues, 
lotions, comfortable masturbation couches and, of 
course, entertainment would be provided. Leggy 
hostesses in masturbation inspiring attire would cir¬ 
culate among the clientele, urging them to squirt a big 
one in rough or gentle terms. Since no actual sex, not 
even touching, would take place, masturbation 
hostesses would likely be of a better quality than the 
high volume prostitutes found in most sex entertain¬ 
ment parlors. And because they'd have a power over 
their clients prostitutes don't have there is every 
reason to believe they'd become as addicted to teasing 
men into jerking off as our LEG SHOW models. 

Think of it, men. You pay a reasonable cover price 
and enter into a world ol pure sensual pleasure. 

While you're teased in ways you've only fantasized 
about you indulge freely in your favorite sexual 
release. When you're finished you've broken no mar¬ 
riage vows, committed no crime, exposed yourself to 
no disease, and yet experienced complete sexual 
satisfaction. If we were true to the Constitution, if 
church and state were really separate entities, this 
could be a reality. You and I know the truth, but what 
a fantasy. One which Peewee may well ponder in 
exile. 

— Dian 













I d like to share with your readers an encounter of the most pleasurable kind. This occurred while I was a real 
estate agent in Beverly Hills. Everyone always thinks of Beverly Hills as a celebrity haven and an exciting hap¬ 
pening place. The truth is, for most of us, it's a day to day routine town with little excitement. This day, 
however, was to prove very different. 

"The phone rang at 9:30 A.M., the voice on the other end was asking about a listing I had up in the hills, which 
mentions a photographer's studio. He said he'd like to see it today. He asked if we could take his van, as he had 
valuable photographic equipment in it and didn't want to risk a theft. 

"He had explained to me during the interview that he was a freelance photographer who specialized in glamour 
and boudoir photography. A lot of his props and garments were in the back of the van. One reason he was in 
Beverly Hills was to shoot a segment for a leg and foot lover. While here, he wanted to look for an appropriate 
home where he could do his photography in private. 

As he drove and we talked, he began to set me at ease and I shyly admitted to him my secret fantasy had always 
been to be a model, but as they say in soaps, 'alas' I was too short. / Oti no!' he interrupted. 'You're not too short, 
in fact shorter women make better foot and leg models. Their feet are smaller and daintier and their legs are 



generally more shapely, less likely to be skinny.’ 'Oh,' I said, surprised. 'I hadn't ever thought of leg and foot 
models, just modeling in general.' 

" 'Well,' he said, 'think about this. How about you putting on some of the clothes and shoes I have in back and 
posing for me in this house we are going to see? It will do two things. First, it will give me photos of the house for 
reference as I shop, and second, it will meet my need to find a model for my shoot. And... by the way you have 
great legs.'He smiled. 

"By then we had arrived at the house. He rummaged around in the van, pulling out a blouse and skirt. He 
looked at my feet a second and said, 'Size 67 'Yes,' I said, 'exactly.' T thought so,' he said, 'I know feet!' 

"1 dressed and we toured the entire house, him posing and directing me. I had the time of my life. I was really 
turned on, not only having my fantasy fulfilled, but the shoot was a Teek-A-Boo' request and I found that very 
arousing, not to mention the fact that this photographer was so incredibly good looking and sexy. 
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I so we could hurry back to town. It had been a great day and he liked the house 
; I come up to his hotel room and change back to. my business attire, then we could 
ale. While waiting for me to change, he ordered up a bottle of wine and we toasted 
j me, lightly at first, then a little harder. Soon we were in a fantastic, wet, tonguing, 
another, but, that's another story. We ordered room service at 10:00. What a day!!! I 
is so everyone could enjoy it along with me!" 

















I ' ew of you realize what life was like for a leg art 
: \ photographer in the fifties and sixties. I was 
- • arrested numerous times for photographing what 
was considered then perversion—showing stoking toes 
and garter belts. By the late sixties I'd had enough of go- 
ing to jail and when I heard that a warrent had once 
again been issued for my arrest I ran off to San Francisco 
and hid out in the Haight-Ashbury district. 

"Now, I was already a middle aged man and no hippie, 
but it was a good place to disappear for awhile and I did 
my best to blend in. I just couldn't stand not working, 
though,- and soon was combing the streets for Flower 
Children willing to don-hose and heels for me. 



"They were more Wild Flowers than anything else, but 
some of the girls have lived on in my memory. These are 
some of the better ones from my life on the run. Having 
no studio I made do, driving them out in the country, to 
the Central Valley and just finding secluded spots in 
Golden Gate Park. At last I missed my wife and home 
too much and turned myself in, but it was interesting 
while it lasted." 

—Elmer Batters 
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VIDEO TAPES 

If the SUCCULENT TOES of a PRETTY GIRL STIMULATES your SEXUAL APPETITE then I have the SEXIEST 
THING next to the REAL THING when it comes to STIMULATING your SEXUAL APPETITE i.e., VIDEO 
TAPES in COLOR and SOUND featuring the SUCCULENT TOES of 40 different PRETTY YOUNG GIRLS. 


EACH ONE HOUR VIDEO TAPE consists of 10 different 
PRETTY YOUNG GIRLS and their SUCCULENT TOES in 
FULL COLOR and SOUND. 


PARTI (10 different girls) $80.00 ( ) 

PART II ” ” $80.00 ( ) 

PART III ” ” $80.00 ( ) 

PART IV ” ” $80.00 ( ) 

ALL 4 PARTS (40 girls) $300.00 ( ) 

Specify: ( )VHS ( ) BETA 


Send your MONEY 

ELMER BATTERS 

RO. BOX 1707 

ORDER or CASH to: 

SAN PEDRO, CALIF. 


90731 


NAM R - -* 

ADDRESS_ 

CITY_____ 

STATE_ 

ZIP_ 

SORRY!! NO C.O.D.S or PERSONAL CHECKS 


















Fuck our Pussies at: 

1 1800) 82-P,U,S 7 S ; Y 9 


LINGERIE LOVERS/ Uke T° 

»VID&D STRIP SHOWS « 

Pretty Girls in Pretty Clothes - and reek 
The Girl-Next-Door SLOWLY Down 
Undresses to Everyday Lingerie! Blouses? 

1 to 2 Hours on • CO J> Padded Bras, Falsies 

PROFESSIONAL • PHGR Pantyhose & Girdles 

Grade Tape! * BAL Ballet & Exe rcIsa Outfits 

<t"7Q QC • DD_2 Bras - Panties, Half-Slips 

vP/y.y O • TD-1 Frilly Dresses, Plaid Skirts 


• Dl Bra, Parity, G.B., Can-Can, Baby 
• D9 Figure Control-6 Qarte?Girdle* 

■ a • Amateur Lowing Couples Videos! ... many it 

|L. » Ungerie PHOTOS Too! « 

* • Parity » Bra • Slip • BlteiSi • Petticoats 

R • Pantyhose • Raised Skirt * Up-Skirt 

p e Girde • GB&H * Girdle Wrestling • 

A Box WOsSlstrEme^iiSo CA ' 


Dear Dian: 

Enclosed are a few photos of my 
gorgeous wife who loves to model and 
wear my favorite stockings and heels. 
She would also like to model for your 
readers and hopes they enjoy looking at 
these photos. 

Garry and Misty 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 


Ho««e 


□ 0 
0 0 























































Dear LEG SHOW: 

My wife and 1 both are long time fans of LEG SHOW. As you can 
from the photos, her legs, along with her hooters, are a big turn on. 
comments from readers would be appreciated and would turn her i 

_Chica 


Dear LEC SHOW: 

R>r all the horny 
readers, pictures of the 
best legs in Cincinnati. 
As a travel agent, these 
have been shown from 
Boston to California. 
Contact us through the 
personals for exchange 
and meetings. 

—M—lEd and Hope 


Dear Goddess Dian: 

We would like to correspond and photo exchange with Female Domi¬ 
nant couples who believe in Female Supremacy and foot worship as 
part of lifestyle. Lori would love to hear from bi and gay women to lick 
more than her beautiful feet. Sincere only, no pro. 

Michael Snead and Lor 
i — 1| —1| —| Box 197690 

= I 7 I , M 11 • 18800 RoxburyRd. 

^_ Hagerstown, Md. 21746 


Dear Dian: 

My boyfriend and I love reading LEG SHOW. We both enjoy mastur¬ 
bating while fantasizing about some of the girls in your magazine. We 
would like to take this further by extending an invitation to females or 
couples interested in female/female leg love. Please write with pix. All 
answered. 

Kelly and Mark 
P.O. Box 616 

r^l ra Malaga, N.J. 08328 
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■leg pics I 
or all of 
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feminine body from ail angles. I arch up on my toes so that 
my heels pop free of my pumps to give seductive peeks of 
my feet, My audience has an aching hard-on in no time and 
i demand that he take it out, just like I demand right now 
that you take yours out. Then 1 lie back and spread my legs 
wide, pulling the fabric in the crotch of my pantyhose oh so 
thin and taut. I bid my wimp come close, having no fear 
he'll disobey, and make him stare at my cunt lips, parted so 
neatly, so pink and wet, under the veil of nylon. Then I 
bring my feet together, cupped in my lovely spike heeled 
pumps, around his neck. How I love to see the uncertainty 
in his face as my lethally sharp heels press at his adam's ap¬ 
ple. 'Now masturbate,' I tell him, as 1 tell you now, and as 1 


tighten my high heel grip on his neck he stares transfixed at 
my sweet pink nylon-embraced cunt and jerks off for his 

'I've allowed a few select ones to actually cum on my 
pan tyhose crotch, but that's as far as it goes. In some ways 
you're more fortunate than them all, because I am demand¬ 
ing that you cum on my feet here in the photos, something 
none of them has ever been allowed. That's to make up for 
you not being able to feel my heels on your throat. 

"So you see. I'm not really cruel, just strong and deserv¬ 
ing of a man just as strong. And if I never find a man good 
enough for me, know that you, little jerk-off, have pleased 
me. It's nothing to sneeze at." 


>! 


i't 1 iook breathtaking in my tight, shiny silver 
■ pantyhose? I love how they hug my calves, 
f thighs and ass. There’s a little Spandex in them 
so they're extra tight and I simply love to be held 
tight. By my lingerie, that is. I seldom find a man who's up 
to the task. It's a shame there aren't more truly masculine 
men around. A woman craves a strong man, yet when the 
woman is as strong as 1 am, as demanding as I am, there are 
very few men who can master me. Actually i've never met 
one, which is why I've never given up my cunl to anyone. 
Odd isn't it, a woman as seductively beautiful as I am a 
virgin at twenty-three? And yet, who could expect me to 


give up something as precious as my cunt, the holy portal to 
my entire being, to some inferior creature? 

"I do like to have fun with you men, though. Even if 
you're not good enough to fuck me I love having you pay 
tribute to me with your cocks. I wouldn't dress like this if I 
didn't want you to get hard-ons. An erect penis may be 
threatening to a lesser woman, but to me, they are the 
ultimate playthings. I often invite men over for lingerie 
shows, i provide the lingerie, which is my passion, and he 
provides the hard-on for his part of the show. In my part, I 
put on an outfit like you see here, tight shiny pantyhose, an 
equally tight body suit and model my firm, athletic-but- 
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A warm, soothing woman is waiting to 
talk to you live. She knows you need 
her. Sheknowswhattodo. 


LIKE WHAT 
YOU SEE? 
1-900 

346-HOTS 

(THAT’S 1-900-346-4687) 

DIRECT CONTACT 
WITH HOT YOUNG 
GIRLS WHO WANT 
TO PLEASE YOU! 


CaUl-900 

246LIVE 

(THAT'S 1-900-246-5483) 

WARM, 

SOOTHING TALK 


You Must Be Over 18. 

$25 Per Cal! and Worth Every Penny. 


im CAu a-im eiRLS-im caus 


* I WHAT ARE YOU DOING? 

& 1 LIVE! 1-ON-1 

|L£ 1-900-463-LIVE 

1 (THAT'S 1-900-463-5483) 

\ REAL LADIES ARE WAITING TO TAKE YOUR CALL LIVE! 
V \ TELL THEM WHAT YOU’RE DOING - AND THEY'LL TELL YOU 
WHAT THEY’RE DOING TOO! 

fflik m\ TOTALLY LIVE! TOTALLY PRIVATE! 

CALL NOW! 

Live Service Provided For Just $25 Per Call, Billed Discreetly. Over 21 Only Please. 


, Live All Night 

h 1-900 

568-LIVE 


CONFESSIONS 

19004686565 

FANTASIES 

19002304545 

OBSESSIONS 

19005355656 


I We do it all night long 
(and all day long, too). 
Real names and home 
one numbers of ladies for 


GET THEIR HOME 
PHONE NUMBERS, 
THEN CALL AIL 
YOU WANT 

NO EXTRA 
CHARGE FOR 
YOUR LIVE 
CONNECTIONS 


THE FIRE, THE LIST \ THE SHAME 

WHERE REAL WOMEN TELL ALL 


STRICTLY FOR ADULTS ONLY. 
JUST $25 PER CALL 
























JENNIFER 


MARLA: 

Your Wife’s 
Friends 


Y ou know that little fantasy 
of yours? The one where 
your wife, that pure, 
prudish woman you chose j 
to marry while you secretly lust I 
after wicked aggressive women, * 
brings home a sexy woman to share 
with you? Well, your wife knows all 
about that fantasy and she asked us 
to speak with you about it. 


























"First of all, she wants you to 
know how the three of us giggle 
about your silly little fantasies, She 
says she has so much fun toying 
with your masturbation guilt. Of 
course she knows you do it; she en¬ 
courages you to do it by with¬ 
holding sex—and other things. You 
don't know about the sleep train¬ 
ing, did you? She has particular fun 
with that one. Sometimes, she tells 
us, she even gets dressed up to do 
it, putting on long black stockings 
like these and sexy high pumps and 
the garter belt she would never 
wear for you. Then she strokes your 
cock with a nylon while she holds 
her soiled panties to your nose. 
'Masturbate, you must jerk off for 
me,' she whispers in your ear. She 
knows how to do it 'til you're just 
on the verge of cumming, until 
you're moaning and begging for 
release in your sleep, and then she 
stops. And you wonder why you 
wake up with such a raging desire 
to jerk off! She even whispers to 
you about us in your sleep training. 
And you thought you came up with 
that fantasy about her and other 
women all oh your own. 

"Yes, we know your wife, though 
the woman we know is a little dif¬ 
ferent from the one you know. The 
one we know wears stockings and 
garters, open-tip bras and crotch- 
less panties. She teeters around on 
five inch glossy black patent heels 
and she eats cunt with a skill and 
gusto you could only dream of 
possessing. We met your wife when 
she answered our personal ad, the 
one asking for 'Bored Housewife 
Sex Slaves'. She told us how she'd 
turned you into a masturbation 
machine for her own perverse 
amusement and wanted to atone for 
her sin at the feet of dominant 
women, the only sex partners she 
could truly respect. 

"We've had so much fun with her. 
Sometimes we make her lick our 
shoes clean after a long walk oh city 
streets. Sometimes we take turns 
fucking her ass with a big black 
dildo, one that's twice as long and 
twice as thick as your cock. And 
she tells you yours is too big to take 
back there! We even display your 
wife in public, making her wear 
short skirts and low cut whorish 
blouses. She's pulled her skirt up to 
show her pantiless cunt to lots of 
strange men in your town, under 
our direction. You must have seen 
some of them giving you strange 
looks when you were out with her. 
We know you'll notice from now on, 

"All in all, we've had a wonderful 
time with your wife and we plan to 
keep using her just as long as it 
pleases us. Oh, and about your fan¬ 
tasy of you, your wife and another 
woman? Forget it, we'd never 
degrade her that much!" 























































|§L\; TPolhing gets me horny like shopping, especially with your credit cards. I laving you be so generous to me, 
f\\j, buying me lingerie and stockings at the most expensive boutiques, makes me want to show my gratitude, 
A 'V A little. 

"I love the way you look at my feet, especially that longing look when I finally let you see what stockings I have 
on. That's right, the reinforced ones. The ones that make you act like a fool. Don't worry, that's our secret, f only 
tell my girlfriends, so go ahead, now I'll let you touch yourself through your pants. It sure looks like you need it. 
And you've done everything right today... nut I still don't know if I’m in the mood. I'm not completely aroused. 
Should I stop you? No, I'll just caress my ass. Yes, I know it's fine, th ank you. Maybe I should wave it back and 
forth in front of your face. Get a good eyeful while I slowly lower my panties. They look great on me, don't they? 

"You know what happens when my panties come all the way off? I'll let you take out your cock. And maybe, if it 
stands at attention like a good soldier for a long time, I might take off my shoes and have my feet inspect the 
troops. I could sit on the couch and you stand before me, and my dark nylon toes could rub smoothly on your 
balls and creep up and down your shaft. All that amid happen. And once your.tool has shown its absolute loyalty 
to me, I could bend over and allow you into my precious snatch. You'd like that, wouldn't you? 


"But I think I might just put my dress on and leave you to jerk off. It's up to me. You wouldn't want that, would 
you? So let's go slow and do everything I like to do. Don't forget, my favorite thing is to hear how hot I make you. 
And don't use words—keep groaning like that. I'm starting to get wet. These shoes I bought with your credit card 
today, aren't they worth every penny? I know you just signed the receipt without looking at them, and that makes 
me rather annoyed. After all, they're imported fromItaly and cost more than your whole wardrobe. Oh, that look 
of anxiety crossing your face has done the trick. You're turning me on. 

"Now I want to take my panties off, but where can I hang them? On your face, maybe? Ill just leave them like 
this. Do you want to sniff my pussy, or would you rather lick my soles through my stockings? Don't answer right 
away. We're not in a rush. Why don't you just masturbate while I figure out where you're taking me for dinner?" 
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I couldn't resist the opening.'Td 
be willing to try, if you would give 
me the chance, Karena. I live alone, 
so you could come by whenever it's 
convenient for you" I said, offering 
her my business card. "In fact. I'll 
give you the first pedicure free, and 
if it meets your expectations then we 
can continue " 

Around two that afternoon, my 
phone rang in the office. "Hello, 
honey, this is Karena. I’ll take 
my pedicure this evening. I'll be 
over at seven. Have a bottle of cham¬ 
pagne chilled." Gick. Did I have a 
choice? 

"Greetings," she said, promptly at 
seven. "I must tell you. I've been 
looking forward to this all day. My 
girlfriends at work are jealous that 1 
have my own personal, pedicurist— 
and a male, at that. Let's not dally— 
it's time for you to get busy." 

I started to say something, but she 
interrupted. "Rule number one," 
she said. "Speak only when spoken 
to—and you will address me as 
Mistress Karena. Do you under¬ 
stand?" 

"Yes, Mistress Karena," I replied. 

She confidently strode up the 
stairs in her tight blue jeans, see 
through silk blouse unbuttoned to 
show mega cleavage and sky high 
sling back, open toed heels—a far 
cry from the prim and proper 
business suit she had on for work. 
"Draw me a small bubble bath, get 
me a glass of champagne, and 
remove my shoes," she demanded. I 
did as I was told, handing her a full, 
chilled glass and knelt before her to 
expertly slide the shoes from her 
feet. "Kiss each," she bellowed, and 
I pressed my lips to her soles. She 
looked down approvingly. When 
the water was about six inches high, 
she said, "Enough. Now take off 
your clothes." 

I removed my clothing as she step¬ 
ped over to the dresser, removed a 
pumice stone from her purse, and 
stepped into the bathtub. "Get in 
and give me twenty minutes with 
the pumice stone. I want my feet 
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kissably soft. So will you." She took 
a long, slow sip of champagne and 
swirled her right foot in the suds 
and water. 

I climbed into the tub, eyes down, 
and started to work feverishly on 
her smallish feet, which happened 
to have impossibly high arches. 

"Pay particular attention to the 
heels." 

First on the heel, then the ball of 
her foot, around the toes, the out¬ 
side of her insteps and finally all 
over the soles, I scrubbed each foot 
for ten solid minutes, removing all 
rough skin, "An adequate job—now 
get out and dry my feet." 

This done, I watched as she 
walked to the couch in the living 
room. "More champagne." 

1 refilled her glass and returned to 
her. She opened her purse and 
pulled out a bottle of nail polish 
remover and some moisturizer. 
"Kneel and take off the polish," she 
ordered. "Then massage each foot 
for at least half an hour with the lo¬ 
tion. Be sure to warm it in your 
hands. First, though, bring the 
phone over here." 

I manipulated her feet for the next 
hour and a half, as she called all of 
her friends (including some long 
distance) and described in minute 
detail to them the services that I was 
performing for her. Occasionally, 
she would lightly prod my dick with 
one foot as I massaged the other, or 
run her foot over the outline of my 
body and into my hair, "Kiss each 
toe as you massage them" she 
would command me. I did as I was 
told. "Footboy—more tongue 
around the arch," she would cackle 
during conversations with her 
friends. "Yes, I've got him for the 
whole summer. I might allow him to 
pedicure your feet next week," she 
told each of them. "What? Of 
course, he’s naked," she would say 
just before she hung up, laughing. 

Next, I clipped and filed her nails 
as she watched me intently, ever 
mindful that I might slip and injure 
her precious peds, incurring her 
wrath. This done, [ pushed her 
cuticles back as far as they would 
go, completing the preliminary 
phases of her pedicure. 

"Refill my glass—it's time for you 
to polish my toes. Twice, of course." 

She had selected the same whore 
red polish that she had made me 
remove. I lovingly polished each 
toe twice. "You should be re¬ 


warded for your hard work," she 
said. With that, she dipped her 
freshly painted big toe into the near 
empty wine glass and then pressed 
it to my lips, punctuating her 
gesture with a throaty laugh. I 
licked her toe dry without hesita¬ 
tion. This went on for several 
minutes, as she poured the 
champagne over different parts of 
her feet to be obediently lapped off 
by my eager tongue. 

"On second thought, you're not 
done yet—[ want a softer look. Get 
me some more champagne, then 
change my toenail color to this pink 
shade," she purred as she handed 
me a new color. I went through the 
whole laborious process again— 
twice. 

"You know," she mused, "this set 
up has a lot of potential. I could rent 
you out to my friends and make a 
killing. With me as your business 
manager, there are no limits to what 
I could do with you. Fetch my 
shoes, footboy, and give them a 
quick shine." I gingerly polished, 
then placed the shiny shoes back on 
her feet. "Now, a quick buff." I 
nimbly ran a chamois over the poin¬ 
ty toes and sleek sides of the shoe, 
as she royally balanced her feet in 
my crotch as I knelt in front of her. 
Then she pressed the spiked heels 
against my chest and I even rubbed 
the sling backs with the cloth, "Are 
my feet kissably soft?" she 
wondered. 

"Yes, Mistress," I replied. 

"Prove it," she snapped as she 
placed one glistening shoe over 
each of my shoulders. I dutifully 
lapped at her shoes, tongued the 
soles clean and covered her now 
tender feet with kisses. Several 
times, she purposely caught my 
tongue between the exposed silky 
heel of her foot and her shoe. Each 
time, she roared laughing. 

"Same time, next week unless I 
decide that my feet need attention 
before then. You are to remain at my 
beck and call," she said. 'Til be 
bringing two friends on my next 
visit, so don't make any plans for 
the evenings. Those girls are even 
more demanding than I am, if you 
can believe that. Then again, we 
might show up on a moment's 
notice. Maybe one morning before 
work, if the mood strikes me," 

I could tell it was going to be; 
long, glorious summer. 





Photos by Eric Kroll 


























M fShanky JplMwf clothing as was ever inven 
corset was conceived entirely as a sex enhanc 
suppressed. In the Victorian era no woman of breec 
deformed into sexual desirability through "corset tr. 
night, which narrowed her waist by displacing peh 
tibrae. Permanently. Yes, there was no turning back 
no, to loosen her laces and cast off her corset bonda 


and lace tightladng corset was a lifelong commitment by the Victorian woman to the sexual desires of the Vic¬ 
torian man. IPs no wonder that turn-of-the-century feminists made it one of their primary targets. 

And yet, for all the suffering and frailly the tightladng corset created in its willing slaves, it often elevated them 
in the eyes of men. Men, so often more sexually vulnerable than the frailest female, saw this awesomely exag¬ 
gerated female form as a powerful symbol, a Goddess to be served and worshipped. In its hindrance, the corset 
elevated its wearer and put man in his role as servant. Physically helpless, the woman was made sexually power¬ 
ful, an understanding unchanged to this day. LEG SHOW 47 





























cm all our models, who 
despite the discomfort, 
couldn't leave the session 
without each ordering one 
for herself . 

Write to Mistress 
Antoinette for more details 


The only person I know 
• making authentic Vie- 


odav is, not surprisingly, 
i woman. Mistress 
Antoinette of Versatile 
ashions out in California 
nows more about domin- 
ni:e and submission and 
he place of costume in its 
tuals than most women 
i this world. Most of 
■esc corsets can be had 
om her, made to order in 
andard women's or large 
ame sizes. Squeezing 
mr waist down three, 
mr, five or more inches in 
ne of these sturdy, classic 
■dure tools is an erotic ex- 
erience not soon to be 
trgoUen. it left its mark 


The address for Versatile. 
Fashions is P.O. Box .1051, 
Tustin, Ca. 92681, and 

please send $5.00 | 

■ for the catalog. | 
- If you would like 1 

to buy beautiful | 
custom photos of J 
-Corseted women, write! 
EricKroll, 

Box 464, 

. Grand Central Station 
New York NiY. 10017. 
















































romance; 


™ ™ romance. I just love 
romances; the books you know. I 
started in with them when Lwas a 
teenager, before I "blossomed' 
and started getting dates. Those, 
books provided all the passion I 
could have wanted, and I still 
prefer them to much of what I've 
discovered in real life. Seriously, 
men are so timid in dating. Maybe 
they're afraid of getting nit with a 
date rape charge or something. 


neninmy 
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■fil 

shoulder. Ill 
back with rr 
know 111 i 
you'll can 


warehouse or i 
There I'll pant i 
as you tear i 
asunder and fe 
heaving breas 


heels might fly off in th 
and I'll point my toes, j 
deep red, as you pus! 
apart and slice my s 
panties with a single 
your hunting knife. 






























"Oh, the shame! My most 
secret womanly portal is laid bare, 
the crimson lips swollen and 
separated, the dew of my lust 
blatantly wetting them. You pin 
my thighs down with your strong 
hands, lewdly spreading them so 
wide the tendons stand out in my 
yearning loins. Then you're on 
top of me, impaling me on your 
cock, spearing me deeply, 
completely, filling me until I think 
I shall split in two. My silky thighs 
fold over your flexing buttocks, 
my little stockinged feet beating at 
them, protesting or driving you 
deeper into me, I don't know any 
more. Yes, driving you into me, 
because I want you to take me, 
fuck me, yes, cum in me! 

"Why can't any of them ever do 
that? Why do they insist on taking 
me to fancy restaurants and 
stupid nightclubs? Can't you see 
that I want to he ravished? I don't 
want your money, I want my 
clothes ripped off and a hard cock 
pounding my cunt to a pudding 
while my legs wave helplessly in 
the air. • 

"Like I said, a little romance." 
















































C& 6T 


BHch wife 

or cruel mistress 
—toAucA/ cou/dA& Setter? 


By Pat Tunney 


M y wife, Hillary, was still an 
attractive woman at forty- 
seven. We had been married 
for some twenty years and I still wanted 
her. 

I've always felt lucky to have such a 
gorgeous wife, even though I've had to 
work long and hard to provide for her. No 
matter what I made over the years, Hillary 
was always able to spend more. She loved 
to shop and had closets full of expensive 
clothes and shoes. But I loved to see her 
happy, so I never complained. I doubt if it 
would have done much good. 

I'm Harvey. Just a plain guy, probably a 
little on the boring side, if you know what 
I mean. I'm serious at work and have never 
had an office fling or an affair. Hillary and 
my daughter, I’ampla, have been all I've 
worked for over the years. 

From our first years of marriage Hillary 
had made it very dear that working and 
making money was my job but that 
running the house and our sex life were 
strictly under her domain. I went along 
with this, thrilled to have married such a 


strong, stimulating, beautiful woman. 
When we were married I was just 
beginning my business career. We lived 
well on an inheritance from my 
grandfather. This allowed me, in those 
early years, to buy Hillary the things she 
wanted. 

In a way, I bought sex from her. She 
would bribe me with her gorgeous body, 
always extracting a promise from me for 
something expensive to wear or a costly 
piece of jewelry. I couldn't afford to touch 
her often. 

like the time I hadn't had Hillary for 
about three months. I was young then and 
my need for sexual relief was more urgent. 

“Thank God, 
most of the 
time I serviced 
her properly!” 


One night I asked her, after dinner, if we 
couldn't retire early and have sex. I 
reminded her of how long it had been and 
how much I needed her. 

Hillary turned to me and smiled 
seductively. "Vfell, if it's been that long, 
Harvey, you must really need me rather 
frantically, darling." 

"I do, honey, really bad," I admitted. 

"Mmmm, well, Harvey/' she said sexily, 
"to get me in the mood, you could promise 
to buy me that nice diamond necklace I've 
been wanting." 

1 followed her into the bedroom. "Honey, 

1 told you I couldn't afford it right now." 

She stood there and removed her blouse. 
Then she unzipped her skirt and let it drop 
to the floor. She turned and unsnapped her 
bra and rubbed her breasts. 

I couldn't take my eyes off of her. She 
wore only black panties, thigh-high 
stockings, and her black high heels. 

I began to breathe harder and sprouted 
an erection. I suspected she knew the effect 
she was having on me from the smile on 
her lovely face. 

"Damn, honey," I whined, "do 1 have to 
buy sex from you all the time?" 

"Of course not, Harvey/' she said, licking 
her lips, "but you must want me pretty bad 
after three months." 

"Jeezus, baby, I do! I need you now- 
tonight!" I moved toward her. When I was 
close she pulled me to her and gave me a 
deep, tongue-lashing kiss. 

"Buy me the necklace, lover," she 
breathed, insinuating her pelvis against my 

Hillary removed her panties and climbed 
onto the bed. Slowly she spread her legs. I 
moved toward her, stripping off my clothes. 
Naked, I crawled between her legs. 'I'll buy 
you the necklace, Hillary" I mumbled as 
my mouth moved onto her soft, moist cunt. 

When she was properly prepared I was 
allowed to fuck her. But it had been so long 
since I had done it, and I was so hot, that I 
came much too soon. Hillary just smiled 
and pushed me away The following 
afternoon I brought the elegant, expensive, 
diamond necklace home to her. 

Then, three years ago, 1 was beaten out of 
a big promotion where I work. It was given 
to a younger man, Hillary had given me a 
bunch of hell, I tried to explain that the 
young guy was related to the president and 
I never really had chance. This did not 
appease her. 

Our daughter had just left for college and 
Hillary insisted that I move into her 
bedroom. "Honey," I pleaded, "you don't 
mean that?” 

"I mean it, Harvey," she'd told me 
harshly, "and don't expect much else from 

This was a stunning shock. But she gave 
me absolutely no choice. The following day 
she began removing our daughter's things 
and redecorating the bedroom. 

From that night on, I had only occa¬ 
sional sex with Hillary. But sometimes, if 
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I begged enough, she would allow me in¬ 
to her bedroom. I usually had to settle 
with eating her pussy, I enjoyed this, but 
I missed intercourse, too, as time went on. 

"Please, Hillary," I would implore, 'let 
me come into bed with you. It's been so 
long." 

'Tonight?" 

"It's been two months, honey. Please?" 
Hillary shrugged. "Alright, but don't 
take all night. You'll pleasure me as usual 
and you'd better get me off before 1 get too 
sleepy." 

I always rushed when I finally crawled 
between her lovely legs. I would eat her 
avidly but always with a sense of panic. 
Hillary wasn't easy to get off, and once in 
a while she'd just push me away. Thank 
God, most of the time I serviced her prop- 
erly. Those times she would writhe 
around and cum in my eager mouth. I was 
pleased at satisfying her. Even though I 
would go back to my bedroom still 
frustrated. 

Last year Hillary took a part-time job a 
few afternoons and some evenings doing 
research for some professor. By now, I was 
glad to have her out of the house, and she 
could spend her extra money on clothes. 

One night, when she was out, I was in 
my bedroom having one last cigarette 
before going to bed. The room was dark 
and I walked to the window. I looked out 
at the wing of our apartment building op¬ 
posite us. 

Directly across from me I saw a young 
woman walk by her bedroom window. 
She wore nothing but a pair of panties. I 
have never been a voyeur but I was sud¬ 
denly glued to the window. Soon she ap¬ 
peared again, this time with another girl. 
They kissed and climbed onto the bed. I 
could still see them from the glow of the 
bedroom light. I watched as they began to 
make love together. 

1 was more aroused than I'd been in 
years and was disappointed when they 
finally switched off the light. Just then 1 
heard Hillary come home. I waited a few 
minutes, then knocked on her bedroom 
door. She told me to come in. 

I was so homy I begged to have sex with 
heT. Hillary laughed and told me to forget 
it. She pushed me away, telling me she 
was tired. 1 went back to my bedroom and 
checked the window. The lights were out 
across the way. I got in bed, frustrated, as 
I had so many nights before. I had a hell of 
a time going to sleep thinking about the 
girls across the way. 

Many nights after that, while Hillary 
was out, I watched the girls. They shared 
the apartment and the bed. They were 
gorgeous but gay. A real pity. Still, for 
watching, they were terrific! Almost 
always, after coming home from work, the 
girls would slip out of their clothes and 
run around half naked. Sometimes I 
couldn't help but touch myself. 

At the office I began to think about the 
girls and for the first time thought about 
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“My cock 
exploded as 
Vicki ordered 
me to suck her 
toes.” 

going out with a hooker. I had to do 
something. My isolation from Hillary sud¬ 
denly bothered me more intensely since 
watching my beautiful neighbors. 

Twice, 1 met one of the girls going up in 
the elevator. She always spoke and I 
couldn't help staring at her, Her name was 
Vicki. She dressed so sexy, yet 1 always 
thought of her in her panties or naked. 
She must have thought I was weird. 

One night, when I had to work late, I 
came into the apartment and called to 
Hillary. She was on the phone in her 
bedroom and didn't hear me come in. I 
went by the door and stopped. 1 didn't 
mean to listen but I heard her laughing as 
she told one of her girlfriends how stupid 
I was, thinking she was working all the 
time. I got nearer the door. She continued 
to tell her friend about meeting and sleep¬ 
ing with at least two or three men each 
week. And how, after she had sex with 
them, she would come home and tell "that 
stupid Harvey" to stay away from her. 

I went back into the living room and 
poured myself a strong drink. Damn! 1 
didn't know what to do or say. I just 
couldn't lose Hillary now, not after all 
these years. I said nothing. 

A few days after learning of my wife's in¬ 
discretions, I was again riding up on the 
elevator with the gat across the way. We 
began talking about the weather and she 
asked me to do her a favor. If I would come 
to her apartment and help her move a 
small table, she would give me a drink. 

Inside her apartment she took off her 
coat and hung it up. She looked fabulous. 
She quickly cleared the small table and I 
carried it to where she wanted it across the 
room. She made me a drink and joined me 
on the couch. I almost choked when she 
slowly crossed her long legs- I caught a 
glimpse of her light blue panties. 

Vicki had a cigarette while she calmly 
told me that she and her roommate, 
Helen, had seen me watching them 
sometimes from my window across the 
way. I almost shat! God, I was embar¬ 
rassed. Vicki told me that she didn't mind 
but that Helen thought I was some kind of 
an old pervert. 

Vicki laughed and looked directly at me. 
She smiled and told me that she liked old 
perverts if they were sweet, kind and 
generous. Then she kicked off a high- 
heeled shoe and rubbed my leg. Is wear, I 
could barely breathe. She kept smiling as 


she held the sexy, stockinged foot up 
before my face. Softly but firmly, the 
gorgeous young woman ordered me to 
kiss her foot. 

I sat still, as if paralyzed. She rubbed the 
textured, nylon encased foot against my 
cheek and then to my lips. I lightly kissed 
her slender foot. 

She was saying quietly, "Mmmm, yes, 
Harvey. Worship my pretty, sexy foot." 

Suddenly, I was in love with Vicki's foot, 

I kissed it all over, and when she told me to 
lick it, I did. 1 was wildly aroused, and my 
cock exploded as she ordered me to suck 
her toes. 

I was told to put her shoe back on. Vicki 
pulled up her skirt and spread her lovely 
stockinged legs. She told me I could wor¬ 
ship her sweet, tender pussy for a price. 1 
asked her how much, and I was sudden¬ 
ly bringing out my billfold and handing 
her a hundred dollars. She took it and 
rubbed it against her cunt. Then she held 
it up to my mouth and told me, "Kiss it 
goodbye, honey." 

I did, as she removed her panties, 

"Come, my slave," she breathed, "Wor¬ 
ship my cunt and give me pleasure," 

I ate her wildly, forgetting the fact that 
this was my first infidelity in my married 
life. Hillary was doing the same thing. 1 
almost fainted when Vicki began cum- 
ming in my mouth. 

I washed up and hurried home to 
Hillary. I arrived just as she was leaving. 
That was a break. I watched her dose the 
door, knowing that she was off to meet 
another man. 

1 went into the bedroom and hurried to 
the window. I could see Vicki on the bed. 
She came to the window and stood there 
rubbing her cunt and gyrating her hips. 
Then she waved and walked away. She 
turned out the light as she got into bed. 

The next day 1 knocked on Vicki's door 
after work. She opened it and let me in. 
She wore a thin black nightgown, dark 
thigh-high nylons, and shiny black high 
heels. 1 fell to my knees and hugged her 
legs. 

Vicki pushed me away and told me to 
crawl after her as she walked to the couch. 
She stood and told me to lick her high 
heels dean with my tongue. Eagerly I 
obeyed her. After being satisfied with my 
tongue cleaning, she sat on the couch. I 
was commanded to remove her shoes and 
worship her stockinged feet. I gave it my 
best effort. They smelled delicious. 

Then Vicki spread her legs. She was 
naked above her nylons and again I stared 
at her beautiful, seductive crotch. I re¬ 
moved my billfold again and handed her 
a hundred dollar bill. She took it, laughing 
softly, and again rubbed it over her pussy 
lips. When she held it out, I kissed the bill 
goodbye as before. Then she pulled me 
down to service her sweet scented cunt. 1 
licked her taut little clit for all I was worth. 

Vicki began moaning as she came in my 
mouth. I had just finished and was still sit- 
(continued on page 86) 
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20 1 "I've done a lot to bring shy guys out of the fa* >t £p$5OT? 

^ closet. One man who was always finding little ways to 

S et #k>se to my teet became my personal pedicurist. I y|»Bai£sj 
W tust laid out t he pumice stone, cotton balls and polish 

one day and told him he was going to give my toenails jgfchjw 1 
a good, polishing and I didn't want any argument. I |gii&*sj 

I'ht made him blow on my nails to dry the polish and by 
1 h the time he’dblowdried three coats his lips were so * hAjnril 

yx close to mv toes it took only a little nudge against his 5|H|ra*»| 
teeth to get him to open up for the deep toe sucking 
.^2 he so craved. 

bL} "I awoke once with another man to find he'd re- 
'll versed himself in the bed and was secretly clasping C 

yi/ nty feet to his face. He was being so sneaky, trying not 
* to wake me, so 1 kept up the pretense of being asleep. 

Sj-t To help him along, though, I pointed my toes and TuNfijF% 
■?|,5 gently rubbed my feet against his face, pretending to 
be restlessly rearranging myself. When 1 felt his hard 
jW dock.nestled against my buttocks I squirmed a bit 

more, working it deeply into my ass cleft. Oh, he had Sj-jfeitwt 
a great time then, furtively humping my buttcrack 
while enjoying my feet to the fullest. Meanwhile I had cyMjlWq 
yj a hand on my clit and brought myself to a delightful 

orgasm fueled by his sole lapping. V^ lr 

•y "Both these men eventually confessed their foot SubM 1 '® 
^ love to me, encouraged by my accepting attitude. It's 
just a shame so many are so shy. I'll help you if you 
just give me. a clue, men, so don't be afraid to try!” 'SfiKEnfl 
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picked up the brochure and read.., 
Does your husband or boyfriend love 
your sweet feet? Do you lib to tease him 
with dangling pumps and sweaty, scented feet? 
Would you like to ham other men worship your 
sweet toes and soles while your own guy looks 
on? Would you enjoy watching your guy lave 
other women's feet? Haw'd you lib to tease you r 
guy to distraction and make him earn your 
delicious feet and the feet of other girls? pin the 
FOOT-BALL CLUB and realize your needs and 
fantasies. 


After reading the brochure I strolled into 
the next room. Two men were kneeling 
and naked on the carpeted floor and 
attended by two young women. The men's 
hands were behind their erect backs and 
their hands were grasping their ankles. 
Both had erections, their tools jutting out 
at an obscene 45 degree angle, proudly 
displayed and infinitely vulnerable in this 
position. One man stood out. 

His prick was almost a foot long and as 
thick as my forearm. It reminded me of the 
thick, firm summer sausages you find in 
the supermarket during holiday times. 
The taller, yet still petite, woman was 
focused on the monstrous prick which 
had some sort of device attached to it. It 
was a thin black rubberized cylinder about 
two inches long, open at both ends and 
was installed just below the head of the 
erect prick. The brunette held an electronic 
gadget that she fiddled with while 
watching the man. Upon closer inspection 
I found that it was a wireless remote keyed 
to the black object on the man's prick. As 
the girl pushed on the buttons the cylinder 
on the man's prick would vibrate, 
pleasuring his prick. A remote control 
cock vibrator! 

The second girl, a petite short haired 
brunette no more than five foot tall, held a 
woman's pink pump to the second man's 
face, but her attention was focused on the 
larger man and the other girl, a five foot 
three inch, long haired brunette. Each time 
the taller girl twitched her hand holding 
the remote control, the big man's prick 
quivered and throbbed in its position 45 
degrees to his body. 

"You love that, don't you, pervert?" She 
spoke in a voice more sweet than harsh as 
she continued to tap the trembling cock in 
a frequency about once a second. 

"Yes, ma'am! Tease me, taunt my cock! I 
love it! I've endured enough. Just let me 
have a taste of your feet in return for my 
misery. Pleaseeee!" 


The brunette with the control said, 
"We've got a new member here to observe 
your torment. Say hello." 

I stammered as the man smiled and 
greeted me. "Oh, I'm not a new member. 
I'm a reporter here to do a story on your 
organization." 

"Oh, the girl from LEG SHOW. Hi, I'm 
Robyn,"' she said as she extended her 
hand, "and this is Tammy," she continued 
as she indicated the short haired brunette 
next to her. 


"Hi, my name is Jennifer Daniels." 

"Well Ms. Daniels, why don't you get 
some first hand experience as to what goes 
on here?" she said as she offered me the 
control. 

"Oh, I'm just here to observe. I couldn't 
get involved." 



"What better way to know our group 
than to experience our activities. Go on, 
take this control and give Harold a few 
teasing vibes. He loves having a girl tease 
his dick. I'm sure he'll like it from you. He 
loves beautiful girls, especially when they 
dress in mini's and spiky pumps like 
yours. Go on." 

Pushing caution to the wind, I took the 
control and looked at the man. He stared 
at me and grinned and I saw his monster 
tool twitch as if inviting me. The control 
panel had the usual speed buttons, and I 
pressed first Low, then Med. I found that 
I had to keep pressing or the buttons on 
the machine went automatically to the Off 
position. 

My victim sucked in a great gulp of air 
and his big prick quivered as I pressed the 
Med button. The device was obviously 
providing great pleasure to the man, but I 
was more surprised at my own feelings as 
I watched him kneeling as erect as his 
body would allow. His gaze was riveted to 
my legs and shoes and 1 began shifting my 
feet slightly, controlling the movement of 
his eyes. I felt a power; I was in control of 
the man. Perspiration broke out under my 
arms and I could feel a moisture between 
my legs. I was enjoying teasing this 


monster prick with my sexy electronic 
vibrator. My lust began to mount, but after 
only a minute Or so 1 relinquished the con¬ 
trol to Robyn. Finally I noticed that the sec¬ 
ond man had a similar device on his prick 
as well, then I was startled back to reality 
by the petite brunette's voice. 

"Pretty neat vibrator, huh Jennifer? 
Robyn designed and built it. She's an elec¬ 
trical engineer. In fact she works with a lot 
of the male members of our club at the 
Ajax Company," I could hear an obvious 



Daniels 


adoration of Robyn in Timmy's voice as 
she continued explaining. "Right now 
Robyn's only got the two devices you see 
here. They can be controlled 
simultaneously or separately from the 
same remote." Then turning to Robyn the 
petite short haired girl asked, "Can I now, 
Robyn? Please?" 

"Sure, kid. Go for it,” Robyn told her 
partner, 

Tammy grabbed the hem of her black 
tube dress and pulled it above her hips 
revealing the tops of her dark stockings 
and her furry patch. She knelt with her 
back to the large kneeling man and 
scooted backward to bring the man's 
crotch up to her moist slit. 

"Fit it in, Robyn!" she breathed. 'Til 
scoot back onto it. Just put the head at my 
cunt! Quickly!" 

With Robyn's assistance, the board-stiff 
monster tool began to disappear into her 
hole and the tiny girl began to fuck herself 
on the kneeling man's prick, taking it, still 
fitted with the vibrator cylinder, ever 
deeper and deeper inside her body. She 
took eight inches, but that was her limit, 
She was totally stuffed with his stiff, thick 

"Isn't that cute Bill?" Robyn asked as she 
knelt and stroked the rampant prick of the 
second man, I'd practically forgotten him. 
Now focusing, I saw that Bill was staring 
intently at the sweaty coupling going on 
right in front of his eyes. He swooned as he 
watched and his prick quivered. 

Then looking at me, Robyn said, "Bill 
here is Tammy's husband. Tammy loves 
big cock! You wouldn't think that a girl so 
tiny could take so much of a monster prick 
like that, would you? Well there's your 

Tammy had a rhythm going now and 
was taking eight inches with slow, 
calculated strokes. I could hear the slurp¬ 
ing noises as the two people fucked on the 
floor in front of me. 
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"You love to watch your tiny wife impale 
herself on a monster prick like that, huh 
Bill? Your prick gives you away. It's 
HARD!" and she stroked it with her bright 
red fingernails. 

"You know, of course, that your wife 
doesn't even know that man's name. She's 
impaled herself on his big prick and 
doesn't even care who he is. She just wants 
that cock in her! She's fucking a stranger 
right in front of you. Does that piss you 
off?" 

"No! I love to watch Tammy fuck other 
men!" he breathed as Robyn tapped his 
prick. "Fuck her, Mister. Fuck my wife 
hard!" 

Then turning again to the coupled peo¬ 
ple on the floor, Robyn ordered, "Don't 
you dare cum inside her little cunt! You 
make her cum, but hold back your own 
juice. Your prick is just a tool for us girls to 
enjoy and we want it hard!" 

Hearing this was like a catalyst to Tammy 
and she began to wail as her orgasm 
thundered through her clit, her small 
frame trembling as she got her release. Her 
head slumped to the floor as she crawled 
away totally satiated. 

Her partner was nowhere near relaxed. 
His breathing was heavy and his rampant 
prick was pointing to the ceiling, bobbing 
up and down as blood surged through the 
big veins. Now covered with the slick, 
slimy juice of Tammy's went cunt, it 
glistened in the lights of the overhead 
fixtures, 

"Looks like you gave her a good fucking, 
Harold." Robyn spoke as she pulled up a 
barstool alongside him and took a seat, 
crossing her right leg over her left. "Here's 
your reward," she said as she slipped her 
bare right foot from her black, leather four 
inch pump and rubbed her bare toes 
across his lips. 

"Oh, Robyn! Robyn, this is delicious! 
Your foot smells so great and tastes like 
candy! I need to cum, Robyn! Please let me 

'Tammy. Since Harold gave you such a 
nice fucking why don't you let him fuck 
your feet?" 

Tammy agreed and lay down in front of 
him on her tummy and raised her nylon 
clad feet to a position where she could tap 
the man's huge prick between her soft 
soles. She began to rub the tool between 
her nylon covered feet. His orgasm looked 
like a cannon shot. Sperm landed on the 
back of Tammy's head and soaked her soft, 
brown curls. The remaining spurts 
covered her from her head and down un¬ 
til the last remains dribbled out and ran 
down to coat her soft nylon covered toes 
and soles. 

As Tammy rose, Robyn told her not to 
wipe any of the stuff off her feet. "Just slip 
your soaked feet back in your pumps and 
well have the guys, uh, dean up later." 

"1 wondered where my pink pumps got 
to." The words came from a petite, flame 
haired girl who strode into the room in her 
bare feet. She was dressed in a pair of 
black cotton panties and a matching form 
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fitting tank top. The thin material em¬ 
phasized the perpetual erection of her 
nipples. 

"I dropped them here when a pervert 
talked me into going in the otheT room 
with him to iet him lick the sweat and dirt 
off my little feet. I see they've been put to 

"Hi Stormy," voiced Robyn enthu¬ 
siastically as she greeted the newcomer. 
"Yeah. I knew those were your pumps. 
You're the only girl around here that has a 
foot small enough to fit into a size five 
shoe. We've got a husband here who just 
watched his wife get nailed by this 
stranger with the big prick. We’ve been 
stuffing their noses into your pumps to 
keep their pricks in shape." 

Stormy noticed that Bill was staring at 
her bare feet. "You like my feet. Bill? Like 
smelling the insides of my little shoes?" 

"Oh, yessssssssss, ma'am! Your shoes 
smell great and I've never seen such tiny 
feet before. Please let me lick them and let 
me cum! I need to squirt!" 

"Oh, I don't think giving you permission 
to cum is my privilege. Looks like Robyn is 
in charge and she's using her unique cock 
teaser device. Anyway, don't you think 
you can hold on a bit longer? After all, this 
is the Foot-Ball Club. You're here because 
you love our feet and are willing to trade 
your humiliation for the privilege of lick¬ 
ing our sweet girl feet. And you know the 
rules'. If you can hold off your orgasm 
through all our teasing then later you get 
to suck our scented feet and fuck us. Cum 
too early and you go home early!" To em¬ 
phasize her point, she giggled, reached 
over and stroked his prick, ca suing it to 
bob up and down as precum bubbled out 
the tip. "By the way, the smell inside my 
shoes is not just my delicious feet. At least 
a dozen men have sprayed their spunk in 
there, pervert." 

Robyn spoke up. "Go ahead, take a turn 
with him Stormy." 

Stormy smilingly glanced at Robyn, 
"Well, I’m certainly not going to rush into 
letting him empty his nuts. You know how 
whiney they get after we let them squirt. 
The pervert that licked my feet dean a 
while ago is still in torment. 1 just put him 
in the ball washer." 

Tammy, puzzled, asked, "Ball washer? 
You girls have a golf course in here?" 

Robyn grinned at Stormy. 'Tammy's 
here for the first time tonight." 

"Well Tammy," Stormy said, "Step next 
door and take a look." 

The brown haired girl slipped out the 
door to check it out. Purely in the interest 
of journalism, I followed along. Wc found 
a naked man standing, legs spread, his 
fingers intertwined behind him. Crouched 
between his legs was a gorgeous long 
haired young blond girl and she was lick¬ 
ing, sucking and fondling the man's dang¬ 
ling nuts as his rampant prick bobbed 
above her head. 

Returning to the first room Tammy and 
I iistened to Robyn further explain. "The 
girl in there is what we call the ball washer. 


Her named is Susie and she simply adores 
sucking a man's nuts. She's so srikingly 
beautiful that the guys stay totally 
stimulated as they watch her slurping at 
their balls. She can't get enough of them. 
She's pretty much submissive so we use 
her for passive stimulation of the 

"You call all the men perverts?" I asked. 

Stormy answered. "Yeah, but it's with 
affection. Most of the men and women 
who belong to the dub are married and 
very happily, 1 might add. The men are all 
lovers of female feet and we wives know 
that catering to their needs will keep our 
relationship strong. Tormenting their nuts 
and cocks and humiliating them to earn 
our feet is very agreeable to the men and 
we girls enjoy feeding them our hot, 
sweaty feet and shoes. V\fe> never physically 
bind them. Their restraint is purely volun¬ 
tary and so much more erotic. The man 
you saw in the other room in the ball 
washer is my husband. He's like Bill here. 
He loves to watch other men fuck me. 
Some of the girls let their husbands fuck 
other girls. Some use a double standard, 
like my hubby and I. I'll let other women 
tease his nuts and prick, even watch him 
lick their feet and toes, but when his prick 
gets sucked or fucked, it's only by me." 

"Ladies!" screamed Tammy's husband 
Bill. "I'm dyiri here! Can't you see my 
prick is ready to explode? Let me cum! 
Please!" 

"Well let you cum when we’re ready!" 
Robyn sternly responded. "We're talking 
here'' and turned again to Stormy and me. 
"Jennifer here is writing a story about us 
for LEG SHOW Magazine. She'd probably 
like to know how you got involved in this 

Stormy smiled and said, "We put an ad 
in a magazine. Here's a copy on the table. 
Take a look." She handed me a swinger 
magazine with an ad circled. The ad had 
three shots of Stormy, dressed sexily, but 
not showing her face. I read aloud... 

Beautiful, petite strawberry blonde wife 
zvants extra cock. Single, married, hard cocked 
men wanted to assist hubby in pleasuring her. 
Must not be photo shy as hubby likes to record 
her taking stiff dick up her tight, red fringed lit¬ 
tle cunt. The bigger your cock the better, as her 
hole is tight, but flexible and she looes to be fully 
stuffed with meat. Massive cocked men with 
huge cum filled balls get preference. She can 
deep throat up to seven inches and would like to 
try more. Foot lovers especially welcome as she 
has tiny and perfect size fives which she Icms 
to feed to greedy foot lovers. Public exhibitionist 
dressing and shoe dangling to tease your tool. 
Send full-length hard cocked photo or no 
response. 

"Quite an erotic ad. Stormy" I remarked 
as I handed the magazine back to her. 

"It worked. We got a tremendous 
response. After weeding out the scum we 
met some hot young men, one of which 
introduced us to this dub which was 
started by Robyn. We're really proud of 
Robyn. She's broken into a male 
dominated field and proven to herself and 


■ 


to others that females can be capable 
businesswomen and technidans without 
losing their sensuality as women. She's 
one of the few single members of our club. 
Speaking of dubs, I see Harold is rising to 
the occasion again as he slurps on your 
foot, Robyn." Stormy placed her bare foot 
in front of his eyes and flexed her tiny toes 
as the man licked Robyn's sole. 

"Help yourself Stormy," Robyn offered. 

Turning now to Harold, Stormy purred. 
"Like to lick my tiny foot, Harold?" 

"Yessssss, Ma'am!" 

"You have to earn it. To earn the right to 
lick my feet you have to let me tease your 
cock and nuts and then you've got to fuck 


"Later! I promise," Stormy sternly 
ordered and she took the remote control 
and electrically stimulated Bill's rock hard 

Using the control on all speeds and oc¬ 
casionally stroking his rod with her bare 
foot she brought the man to near exhaus¬ 
tion as he fought his desires to cum. 

"Oh, God!" screamed Bill as the vibrator 
manipulated his prick. 

"Sorry Bill, but Harold has much more 
to offer me. AbqqUwfee as much as a mat¬ 
ter of fact." She laid the .qqntTol down. 



giggled and grabbed 1 farold's nut sa 
fondled him. '1 v/onaejS^ewyoir ladies 
would go and get my husband. I know 
he'd like to watch." 

Tammy walked out and returned a 
minute later leading the naked man I'd 
seen in the next room in the ball washer. 
His hands were still clasped behind him. 
Susie, the ball washer, remained behind, 
I assumed, to service others- 
"Hi, Honey" smiled Stormy as she made 
the introductions, then asked him, 
"Would you like to watch big Harold fuck 
me, Honey?" 

"Oh, yes!" answered Stanley. 

'Then I give you permission to jerk 
yourself off while I pleasure myself with 
Harold here." Then turning to Harold and 
fondling his big nuts again she asked him, 
"Am 1 doing it good Harold?" 

"Oh, yes. Ma'am! I love my nuts 
manipulated by a beautiful woman!" 

Stroking and gently squeezing his nut 
sack she grinned as he became more 

"OOOOOOOOHHHHHH, God! It 
feels great!" 

'It's suppose to, huh? Want me to stop?" 
"No, no! See? It's made my prick full 
hard. Let me fuck you now and then I can 
lick those feet. Please?" 

Agreeing, she stripped and lay back on 
a pallet on the floor, spreading her soft legs 
and stroking her red fringed cunt. "Get 
over here and fuck me then! Fuck me 


good! I want my husband to watch me get 
the reaming of my life!" 

Harold kneeled, placed the head of his 
monster tool at her cunt lips and shoved it 
in, Stormy wriggled and turned her body. 
"Oh, damn, it's so big! Fuck me! Shove it 
all in there! I want it all! Shove all twelve in- 
ches in me. I want it!" 

Harold's prick was sopping wet from the 
juice of the redhead's cunt and with each 
stroke he buried more and more of the 
tube inside her slit until he was fucking 
her with smooth, steady strokes. The big, 
tan man almost completely covered the 
small fair-skinned redhead. Her white 
arms were wrapped around his big 
shoulders and her tiny feet were pounding 
at his ass as he fucked her. 

Stormy peeked around and up at her 
husand. "Look, Honey, I've got a foot of 
cock in me!" 

Stanley spoke to Harold as he stood over 
the couple stroking his prick. "Fuck her! 
Pork my wife, please? Give it to her! Nail 
her pretty butt to that mattress!" 

Soon Stormy began to cum like she'd 
never cum before. Harold kept stroking 
her, knowing he couldn't cum until one of 
the women gave him permission, But he 
was so dose. 

Stormy saw this and slid backwards slip¬ 
ping the throbbing tool from her twat. 
Kneeling next to the man on his knees she 
screamed, "Quick, a girl shoe, let him 
squirt into a shoe!" 

Caught up in the drama I slipped my 
black, leather high-heeled pumps off. 
Stormy said, "Hold them at his prick!" and 
I did so as she leaned over and wrapped 
her tiny hand around the thick shaft and 
began to pump massive spurts of cream 
out of his prick and into my shoes. 

When he stopped cumming my pumps 
and my hands were splattered in white, 
creamy spunk. I laid the pumps aside and 
wiped the cum off with a towel. 

Robyn lay back on the pallet and pushed 
Harold's face in her crotch and was soon 
soaking it with her cunt juice. Tammy 
knelt beside the pallet and had her bush 
fondled to a creamy orgasm as Harold's big 
hand manipulated her crotch. 

Stanley had jerked his prick to orgasm 
while watching his wife get porked, but 
poor Bill. Bill was still hard and hotter than 
ever. I seemed to be the only one con¬ 
cerned about him. 

"Robyn!" he screamed. "Please let me 
cum now!" Then directing his pleas to his 
wife, 'Tammy, please let me cum!" 

"I loaned you to Robyn. You know the 
rules. It's her perrogative as to when you 
spurt. Sorry, Honey/' 

Robyn, hearing this, walked over to Bill 
and knelt down in front of him. She 
reached her hands out and fondled the 
erect, tight skinned package of his dick 
and balls. He leaned his head back and 
groaned as her soft hands kneaded the 
erotic bundle. 

"Bill," she purred. "Ill let you cum if 
youll do something for me." 

"Anything! Anything you want, Robyn!" 


Then reaching over for my shoes lying 
on the floor, "Our guest here has ended up 
with some very soiled shoes. Harold 
pumped what looks like a half pint of 
cream all over her pretty little pumps. 1 
want you to lick them dean for her." 

"Oh, Robyn! That's another man's 
spunk on there!" and he looked at the 
offered shoes, dripping with white cream. 
Robyn stroked his member sensuously. 
"Ok, ok! I'll doit!" 

Robyn held my sopping pumps at his 
face and he delicately began licking them. 

"Get your tongue inside them as well. 
Bill. That's it. Don't they smell great?" 

"Oh, Robyn! This is so humiliating. The 
foot smell is great, but this sperm is too 
much! Piease don't do this to me!" But 
Robyn was firm and he licked them until 
they sparkled with his saliva and were 
cleaned of all traces of sperm, 

"Good boy!" said Robyn, "You have my 
permission to ask any of the girls here to 
get you off in whatever manner you want. 
V m not saying they'll do it, but you can 
ask." 

Looking around the room his eyes set¬ 
tled onto one girl. 

"I want her! I want Stormy to do what 
she says in her magazine ad. I want to 
watch her lick my nuts and take my cock 
down her throat! She's so pretty, so tiny 
and beautiful. I loved her soft strawberry 
blonde hair and after that humiliation, 
don't I deserve it?" 

Stormy walked over to him. "I'll suck 
you until you're ready to cum and let you 
Spurt in my hair.” 

Agreeing to this, Bill watched as Stormy 
kneeled and extended her pink tongue to 
lick the man's big balls as she held his stee¬ 
ly prick in her tiny hand. Then she moved 
her mouth to the prick and took every inch 
to the base in one gulp. 

"Oh, God!" gasped Bill as he watched. 
Then glancing at his wife, "Tammy, look! 
She's taking every inch of my meat inside 
her lovely face!" Then to the redhead, 
"Stormy. I'm dose to spurting." 

"Cum in my pretty red hair, pervert! 
Soak my curls!" 

"Here it comes, Stormy!" 

The strawberry blond pulled it out of her 
mouth again and layed it alongside her 
face as it began to spurt. 

"Oh, God, Stormy, I'm cumming in your 
hair! Stroke me, stroke me! Empty me in 
your pretty hair!" 

Stormy fondled his nuts and stroked his 
meat getting every drop out of him. Bill 
slumped down in his kneeling position. 
His wife Tammy lay down and moved her 
head to his crotch and licked up the spills 
as she gently fondled his nut sac. 

I filed this report with the magazine and 
needless to say, my husband and I are now 
the newest members of the Riot-Ball Gub. 
Stormy and I have even taken our 
husbands out and publically and discreet¬ 
ly tormented them while they were wear¬ 
ing the remote cock vibrators hidden 
under their clothes. But that's another 
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T ell me, do you like white/Mister? Little 
white bobby socks, so clean and innocent 
on tiny size six feet? And how about white 
cotton panties, the kind real girls wear under their 
short summer skirts? You wouldn't be one of those 
older guys who hang around the campus green 
straining their eyes when girls like me lounge on 
the grass, would you? Oh, 1 know you guys! You 
i with your thinning hair and your little pot bellies, 
’ starting to go to seed even though you're making so 
much money in your old executive job. Your wife is 
real fashionable. I'll bet, but she doesn't have a butt 
! like mine, does she? Her thighs aren't firm and 
springy like mine with a soft light down of girl-fuzz 
I that's so blonde and silky she doesn't even have to 

shave it off. If your old wife lay on her tummy in 
I the grass and pushed her butt up in the air would 

the cheeks stand up like round jiggly scoops of 
j jello? I'll bet it wouldn't or you wouldn't be so in¬ 
terested in staring at my plump little ass with your 
tongue hanging out that way and with such a yum¬ 
my big bulge in your pants. 

"You know, it turns me on to see you get so ex¬ 
cited about my firm young thighs and my round lit- 
i fie butt, especially knowing that it's a total sin for 
you to be lusting after a girl like me when you have 
a wedding ring on your finger. "What would his 
wife think if she saw him staring up my skirt?' I 
think as I spread my legs a little wider while I lie in 
the grass between classes—you might remember 
that I'm a medical student from my last appearance 
in LEG SHOW. I can feel that my panties have 
snugged up into the crack of my ass and I know 
you can see just about all my ass cheeks now as I 
spread my legs wider and the breeze lifts the hem 
of my little skirt higher still .‘I kick off my tiny Keds 
sneakers and spread and curl my toes in my white 
socks. Mmirai, it feels so good, almost as good as 
having your eyes glued to them, sensing how hard 
: your penis is now, I really like it when you play 

, with your penis through your pants. 'Oh, shoot,'I 
j say in my mind, 'Please shoot your goo all over 
your shorts, Mr. Businessman. Can't you see how 
damp my white cotton panty crotch is getting? It 
almost feels like you've already cum on my panty 
crotch, it's so wet . Please shoot for me now before 
i I cum myself right here in the grass!' 

"Mmmm, did that make you mess yourself? 
Well, I'll just slip off my white cotton panties and 
wipe the mess up with it. Then you can take my 
panties home with you to remember me by. Oh, 
and I could use a nice contribution to my education 
fund, by the way, since I'm so young and poor and 
you're so old and rich. And we wouldn't want your 
wife to find out about you and me and my white 
cotton panties, would we? Hee hee!" 



































appeared in LEG 
SHOW a few times. 
She makes some 


famous for, but she 
also has a very 
special understand¬ 
ing in spiritual mat¬ 
ters. She said that 
God came to her and 
took her to purgatory 
and showed her an 
image of a woman. 
This woman was the 
strong woman who 
was to lead human¬ 
kind back to a sane 
way of life. She had 
powerful legs, 
because as Kellie was 
told, legs represent a 
woman's firm contact 
with the earth and 
earthly pleasures, 
but she also had hair 
on her legs. Kellie 
questioned why the 
woman was so hairy 
and was told that 
hair represents a 
woman's strength 
and shaving her hair 
off, as most women 
do, was a custom in¬ 
stituted by men to 
strip woman of her 
power over them and 
keep her in line. That 
struck a nerve in me 
and 1 haven't shaved 
a hair on my body 
ince hearing that. 

"Not all men can 
handle my very hairy 
legs, cunt, ass and 
armpits. I was 
shocked myself at 
how much hair I had 
after so many years 
of shaving, but I'm 
also very turned on 
by my own hair. It's 
not at all coarse, but 
feels like fine soft 
satin to me. I love to 
run my hands up the 
crack of my ass when 
I masturbate and tan¬ 
gle my fingers in the 




























actually twine my 
fingers in the hair. 
that I can pull my 
cheeks apart by it. 

That's when I long 
for a face to engulf in 
my pungent, sweaty 
crack. Having more 
hair means having 
more scent, and the 
smell of my own ass 
drives me wild with 
lust. If you've never 
had the balls to bury 
your face in a chick's 
ass you may think it 
smells like shit back 
there. That isn't the 
case. Ass smells like 
cunt, but infinitely 
better. It has all the 
sweet hormonal tang 
of pussy, but with an 
extra salty, heady 
smell that's as primal 
as sex gets. I'd love to 
squat over you on my I 
powerful, hairy legs 
and lower my ass to 
within an inch of 
your nose. Yes, I'd e> 
pect you to snake out i 
your tongue and part 
the thick forest sur¬ 
rounding my brown 
pucker. As soon as I 
felt your hot wet 
tongue on my ass¬ 
hole I'd lower myself 
all the way, forcing 
my hole to open 
around your erect, 
probing mouth mus¬ 
cle. My strong cheeks; 
will clamp over your 
. face, embracing you, 
consuming you, as I 
bring myself off on 
your nose and in 
your mouth. You'll be: 
bathed in my powe 
ful womanly scent, 
which I'll probably 
find so compelling I'll , 
have to help you lick ? 
it off your face, while i 
I jack you off be¬ 
tween my strong 
hairy thighs. 

"Yeah, I know a 
woman like me takes * 
some getting used to, 
but once you feel the 
power, baby, I don't 
think you're going to I. 
go back to the wimpy - 
weaklings." 





































PAWN TICKET 

(continued from page 62) 
ting before her on the floor as her room¬ 
mate came in. She looked at me and 
slammed the front door shut. She threw 
off her coat and walked over to Stan d over 

"My God, Vicki!" she yelled. "This is 
that perverted old bastard who's been spy¬ 
ing on us. What the hell is going on?" 

"This is Harvey, my new foot slave,'' 
Vicki said calmly. 

Helen showed nothing but disgust for 
me. "Well, if you have to have your play¬ 
things...but I want nothing to do with 
this." 

I felt like the old fool I was as I watched 
Vicki's roomy walk into the bedroom and 
slam the door. 

"Don't worry about her, honey," Vicki 
told me. "X can handle her. She lets me do 
what I want, with a little coaxing." 

That sounded familiar. But I didn't care 
now, anyway. I wanted Vicki so badly. She 
was young and vivacious and 1 needed 
someone besides Hillary now. 

Vicki sent me home, but we made 
another date. I went to my apartment and 
another boring evening. That night the 
girls kept the lights out and Hillary came 
home late. 


Hillary went out the next afternoon to 
meet one of her lovers. She met him in a 
motel room and, after sex, took the money 
and left. She was excited. All the time she 
had been seeing men, they were paying 
her. She had saved every penny she had 
earned. She had been paying it all on an 
expensive sable coat she wanted. Now she 
had enough for the final installment. 

Hillary paid for the coat. She insisted 
that it be wrapped in plain brown paper. 
She knew that if she came home with this 
expensive coat she would have to explain 
where she got it. Hillary had a plan all 
worked out. Her dumb fucking husband 
was so stupid he would never catch on! 

She planned on pawning the coat, then 
telling Harvey that she had found this 
pawn ticket on her way home from work. 
She would give him the ticket and tell him 
to stop at the pawn shop to pick up 
whatever it was and bring it home. Maybe 
it would be something of value, maybe 

Hillary pawned the package. Then she 
hurried home. Later, when Harvey came 
home from the office, she told him about 
the found ticket, gave it to him, and told 
him to stop off and get whatever it was the 
next day on his way home from work. 

The following day Hillary couldn't wait 
for her dumb husband to get off work and 
get his ass home. God! She had saved so 
long for the coat and she wanted to put it 
on and feel the luxurious fur aroud her 
and see herself in the full-length mirror. 


“Vicki made 
me crawl after 
her nylonned 
legs as she 
walked r 

I was only a few minufes late getting out 
of the office. I took a cab directly to the 
pawn shop. I got this plain brown 
wrapped package as Hillary had in¬ 
structed me and walked the short way to 
the apartment. As 1 neared the building, I 
saw Vicki coming home, I hadn't seen her 
in a few days, and she looked stunning. In 
the elevator she moved dose to me and 
kissed me fully on the mouth. She smiled 
and winked at me. "What's in the package, 
honey, a present for me?" 

"Ah, no, not really," I said. "Actually, I 
don't know. Yesterday, my wife found this 
pawn ticket on her way home from work. 
She gave it to me and I picked up this box.'’ 

"Mmmm, so neither of you knows 
what's in the box," Vicki said quietly. 

"No," I told her. 

She grabbed my arm and whispered 
softly in my ear. "I want you to come up to 
my place awhile before you go home." 

"1 can't, Vicki," I told her. "My wife is 
waiting for me." 

"Piss on her, Harvey!" Vicki told me 
forcefully. "You've told me what a bitch she 
is. Let her fuckin' wait! I'm your mistress 
now, Harvey, and you're my pussy 
whipped slave, my helpless little footboy." 

"You're right, Miss Vicki." 

Inside Vicki's apartment, she gave me a 
drink on the couch. She went to the kit¬ 
chen table and carefully began untying the 
string and taking the paper from the 
package. 

I heard her and went into the kitchen. 
"What are you doing?" 

"Don't worry, honey," Vicki proceeded. 
"No one knows what's in the—ok, my God! 
Look, baby! It's a gOTgeous sable coat." 

Vicki pulled it out of the box. "Hold it, 
lover," 

Before I could say anything, Vicki was 
taking off her dress. She tossed off her bra 
and panties. She stood before me, smiling, 
wearing only her black garter belt, dark 
nylons, and black heels. 

I couldn't resist slipping the coat on her. 
She held it tightly around her. Then she 
came to me, opened it, and enfolded us 
both in it. 

"I want it, my slave," she whispered kiss¬ 
ing me with lots of tongue and rubbing 
against me. 

"What about Hillary?" 

"She'll never know, baby." Vicki left me 
and went to her closet. She took out an old 
ratty coat of hers. She came back to the 


kitchen table and carefully wrapped up 
her old coat in the box. She tied the string 
just like it had been. 

Then she guided me into the living 
room. She told me to undress. When I was 
naked she pushed me down to the couch 
and mounted me. We fucked, enveloped 
in the soft sable coat. It was fantastic! 

We finished just as Helen walked in on 
u s. I quickly dressed. Vicki told her roomy 
that I had just given her this fabulous coat. 
"Isn't it just fantastic?" 

Helen looked at me, at Vicki, and at the 
coat. "It really is something. I'm sorry, 
Harvey, I guess I had you all wrong. You're 
a sweet, generous, wonderful old pervert, 
and for a present like that you can worship 
my feet, too!" 

I smiled and hurriedly left, I carried the 
package to our place. When I opened our 
apartment door Hillary was all over my 

"Jeezus, Harvey!" she hollered. "Where 
the hell have you been? I've been waiting 
for you, expecting your worthless ass 
home long ago. Give me that package!" 

Hillary grabbed the package from me 
and began madly tearing off the string. 
She tore off the paper and put the box on 
our dining room table. She took a deep 
breath before she opened it. 

She removed the top of the box and 
went to reach for....She stopped. She 
stared down at the old, wrinkled coat. 
There was dead silence. 

Then, slowly, Hillary let out a low wail, 
it was a scream, a cry of pain! I stared at 
her. She was coming unglued, losing it. 
"What's the matter, dear?" I asked. 
"This. . .f Jiis was the box from the pawn 
shop?" she cried. 

"Yes, of course," I said. "What did you 

"Oh, shit!" she bellowed. 

Hillary threw the box with the old coat on 
the floor. She ran into her bedroom and 
threw herself on her bed, sobbing. 

I couldn't help but open the door a bit, 
wondering what had come over her, I 
heard her babbling between the wails: "All 
that time.. .all that money.. .all that fucking! 
My sable coat is gone!" 

Suddenly, I understood. I quickly closed 
the door. When I was down the hall, I 
couldn't help but laugh. It might have 
been a cruel price to pay, but if anyone 
deserved it, it was Hillary. 

And I was in solid now with Vicki and 
Helen. Maybe a divorce wouldn't be too 
bad. I'd have to see my lawyer in the 
morning. 

I filed for divorce and about two months 
later, Vicki and 1 were going into our 
building when we saw Hillary. Vicki was 
wearing her beautiful, expensive sable 
coat. Hillary saw us and began running 
toward us, screaming obscenities as the 
elevator door dosed andweheadedupto 
Vicki's apartment. 

Funny how a little thing like a pawn 
ticket can change a person's life. 
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CINE RESEARCH LAB, INC. 
SPECIAL PRESENTATION 


Direct from theworldfamous PonderosaSun Club, Cineis proudta 
present an exclusive 2 hour Nude Spectacular, featuring some of 
the Mid-West’s most daring femaledancers. Thegirlsperforin both 
individually and in groups - showing you everything they’ve got. 
Our camera captures ail of the exciting action-even theultrahot 
’Side Shows’ where performers go for broke to turn on their 
audience. 

A unique experience you will love! 

2 HOLIR40 MINUTE VIDEO $50.00 40 COLOR PHOTOS $25.00 




You asked for one, andwe 
ound one: a trained dan¬ 
cer/athlete whose limber 
egs and back rival those 
>f many contortionists. 
Watch this female bend in 
he buff- going wide open 
for your viewing pleasure! 
Ever dream of a girl who 
could attain super hot, in¬ 
credible positions for love- 
naking? Not only can she, 
hut she knows you want 
what she can give you, 
and she foves it! Synthia is 
.-.imply out of sight!! 
Tunning Time: SB min. 
/IDEO $55.00 
SO Color Photos $30.00 


Videos available in Beta, VHS, and PAL (Europe). Overseas must add 
10% for Air Mail and $ 10 Extrafor PAL NY State Residents add 6% Sales 
Tax. Allow 2-3 weeks for Delivery. Complete Catalog send with Order. 


CINE RESEARCH LAB, INC 

P.O, BOX165L, LEETSDALE, PA 15056 
























TOUCH ME 


I'M 

WAITING 

Call now for 
the love 
connection 
that'll make 
you... 
1-900 

246- 

3800 



“Special Talents” 

Direct contact with real women 
who want to go live with you! 
Discover their “special talents" 
for yourself. All real women— 
no actresses or operators! Call 


46-4800 


ELAINE’S HOME NUMBERS 

HOTLINE 1-900-646-7900 


TREASURE 
I CHEST 

t 1-900 

I 230-LADY 

(THAT’S 1-900-230-5239) 
We’ve got what you 
want! One on one 
personal contacts 
24 hours a day! 


home phone 

numbers of 
luscious ladies 
who want to 
talk to you 


For strictly 
adult 

conversation 

CALL 1900 

246 - 

5800 


Strictly for adults only. 


Buxom 

Gals 


. Seek guys V 
for hot fun V; 

logether. % 

Single, married, \ 
whatever! Fantasy 
talk and 

in-person meetings. 


(i HAT'S 1-900- 
163-5683) 


TABOO 

1-900 

463-sms 

THAT’S 1-900-463-7467 

FORBIDDEN 

PLEASURES 

SPECIAL 
INTERESTS 
ALL LIFESTYLES 

24 HOURS/7 DAYS 



Kate Knows 
What It Takes... 
Teasing 
and Pleasing! 

1-900 

230-KISS 

(THATS^ J^W-230-5477) 


LONELY 

GIRLS 



1-900 

847 - 

GIRL 
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pinv GiiPl 

They Lustful Girls who 

want to tales of will gang 

meet you wp »" y«*» 

Real girls in more 

null i yinkpi 

Want to * 
give you a 
good time 

Talk privately with 
girls who like to 

want to party pleasure 

1 - 900 - 646-5566 2^ 1 - 900 - 646-6677 

party down 

LIVE 

1-900-468-0600 

t^t c't^- 






































"Well, I may be only 18 but I know a lot of things and 
I know that man had a thing for my feet and I decided to 
have some fun. I flipped my foot and the shoe fell off on 
the floor. I thought he'd fall out of his chair, especially 
when I called, 'Hey Mister, you with the boner, come 
pick up my shoe!' My date and Jennifer and Lisa were 


cracking up, but he slithered down off his chair and 
came right over. I pushed him down on his knees and as 
he picked up my shoe I put my sweaty stocking foot right 
on his lips. "Kiss it', I said, 'Kiss it and admit that you like 
feet to all my friends here.' 

"He was probably drunk, but he did more than kiss 


O kay, two super things about turning eighteen. 
First, Mom can't say anything about me posing for 
naked magazines, which is a really cool thing for 
me. And two, in my state I can go in bars now. It's not like 
I'm some super heavy drunkoholic or anything, it's just 
that cool things happen in bars and I want to be part of 
the cool stuff that happens in this world. Just to show 
what I mean, let me tell you about the freaky cool thing 
that happened already. 

"It was prom night and I had a date with the bitchenist 
guy ever. I had wanted him to take me out forever and 
finally he asked me to the prom. We went with my two 
friends Lisa and Jennifer and their dates and after the 
prom, which was kid stuff, really, we went to a bar 
because we are all eighteen now. 

"So I'm at the bar in my prom dress, just like you see 
me in here. I mean, this is my real prom dress, 'cause I 
wanted you to really feel it like it happened. I'm on a bar 
stool and I have my dress pulled up and my legs are 
crossed and I'm just there dangling my shoe, playing 
with it the way I love to do. It's way out on the end of my 
big toe and I'm flipping it around because I'm real good 
at it and I'm admiring my own foot because it looks so 
pretty in the shiny stockings Mom lent me for the prom. 
I'm not used to stockings so I guess I had my skirt hiked 
a little high and you could see the tops of the stockings 
where the garter belt hooks were. Anyway, Jennifer 
nudges me and points to this old guy, like forty or so, 
and he's staring at my foot like he's going to have a heart 
attack, all red in the face and breathing heavy and she 
whispers, 'Look at his thing!' and he had a woody in his 
pants as big as my arm! 





















my foot. He sucked the toes all in his mouth like he was 
trying to swallow my foot right up. My date was laughing 
so loud and calling him a wimp and stuff, but I just sat 
there and finished my drink like this happened all the 
time and made him suck the other foot too. 1 even took 
off my stockings since they were so wet and icky from his 


mouth and stuffed them in his pocket as a souvenir 
before we left. My friends really got a laugh out of the 
whole thing and so did I. And you know what? 1 think 
I'll go back to that bar and see if that guy comes around. 
It's so super great to be eighteen!” 






















Find out their 
private needs 















Brings you more sexy videos featuring below the waist 
“Footage” of gorgeous LEGS, ANKLES, TOES and SOLES! 
Miniskirts, pantyhose, stockings, lingerie and 4, 5 &6" heels! 
A MUST SEE FOR ALL LEG, FOOT & ASS LOVERS 


Hot Legs #1 $32.95 

One hour 

P.H. Teasers #1 $22.95 

Half hour 

6" Heel Feature $22.95 

Half Hour 

Add $3.00 postage & handling 



High grade VHS, full color, 
no sound, All orders ship¬ 
ped within 3 - 5 days in 
plain package. $3.00 for 
catalog. Cash or money 
order please. 

JB VIDEO 

7131 Owensmauth Ave, #B-21 
Canoga Park, CA 91303 




Cum with /H e 

1 * 900 * 369*3939 

1 * 900 * 369*6363 

1 * 900 * 654*6540 


Free sample 303-825-6333 



\ Tease St Please 
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224, N.Y., N.Y. 
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adults only 
$2 per minute 


































Talk Live to 
BIG GIRLS 

1 - 900 - 468-0500 



want to meet you 


■mm 



Hot Busty 
Mamas 


( mmm 

t Adults only, just $25 per call 


























<*3 PARTY ON 
MMSn©i\ 8 i HOTTEST,.. 



WE’RE READY TO SATISFY YOU! 


You’ve found it! America’s hottest 
phone lines where the gals are always 
ready and waiting to take care of you! 
Experience captivating fantasy, live 


talk and adult fun. Plus, you’ll get the 
real names and home phone num¬ 
bers of warm, available women who 
want to meet you! Call Now! 


HOT NUMBERS! 

SIZZLING SECRETS 

1-900-468-HIDE 

(THAT’S 1-900-468-4433) 
Housewives, Coeds, Teachers 
Confess Their Secret Sins 

COED DATELINE 

1-900-246-COED 

(THAT'S 1-900-246-2633) 

Get the real names and numbers of 
luscious ladies who want you for One- 
to-One Talk and In Person Meetings 

REAL WOMEN 

1-900-HOT-LUCK 

(THAT’S 1-900-468-5825) 

Some a little overweight, some a little 
older, but they need love, too! Connect 
with a lady who will really appreciate you! 

FEMALE FANTASIES 

1-900-246-NICE 

(THAT’S 1-900-246-6423) 

Have you ever wondered what women 
really think about? Now here are their 
most Private and Personal Fantasies! 

ADULT ACTION 

1-900-246-0800 

Lovely Ladies - they’re ready for dates and 
they’re ready for mates. For Friendship, 
Romance and Adult Fun. Call N ow! 


All calls just $2 a minute. Adults Only. 


SUMS© IMIS FANTASY 
ADULT MB & DATING! 



NOW! GO LIVE! 
DIAL1-900-646-0300 

REAL NAMES & NUMBERS OF 
LADIES WHO WANT YOU 

FOR LIVE TALK 

AMERICA’S FRIENDLIEST LADIES! 

Adults Only. This Service billed at just $ 2 a minute. 


TRY THESE 

HOT 

NUMBERS 

FEM 

CONFESSIONS 

Real Gals Tell All 

1-900 

246-KISS 

5 4 7 7 

PARTY GIRLS 

Want Men For Dates 

1-900 

FUN-GIRL 

3 8 6- 4475 

EAVESDROP 

On Women’s 
Private Dreams 

1-900 

230-8899 

THE LACE 
LINE 

For Loving Contacts 

1-900 

230-LACE 

5 2 2 3 


Above Calls Just 
$2 a minute. 
Adults Only. 





















